


3 
5 
o 
< 
5 
é 
$ 
v 
= 
& 








A CAUDLE LECTURE. 


MR. CAUDLE FORGETS TO BRING IN A FAVORITE SPECIFIC. 








remembered fast enough, I’ll be bound. You make 
no secret of admiring her complexion. What's that 
to do with it? A nice thing for a married man 
to say to his lawful wife, is n’t it? Well, she told 
me she owes all that pink and white of hers to a 
steady use of BEECHAM’S PILLS. That’s better 
than paint. Then perhaps you mean to insinuate 
that I paint, Mr. Caudle? No, I shan’t go to sleep 
like a dear soul. I ‘ve got the cramps dreadfully, 
and very likely won’t get a wink all night. Not 

















that you care. I might die of insomnia, or any 
thing else, ‘for all you ’d trouble. 

‘¢ You know well enough the only medicine that 
is of any use to me is BEECHAM’S PILLS. But, 
of course, I can’t have any, if my life depends on it. 
You'll go out and ring up the Druggist? You'll 
do nothing of the sort, Mr. Caudle. I won’t be 
beholden to you or the Chemist, either. 1’ll struggle 
on till the morning. I ’ll bear my pain in silence. 
What do you say? Thank Heaven for that! You 
unfeeling wretch. But, of course, you never had 
any sympathy with my sufferings” — (sobs, and 
gradually ‘‘drops off,” murmuring «« BEECHAM’S 
PILLS — WORTH — GUINEA — BOX.’’) 


‘‘It’s just like you, Mr. Caudle; you never can 
remember anything I specially want. Here I am 
j feeling as bad as bad can be, and not a thing in 
the house. Did n’t I beg of you particularly to 
bring jn.a box of BEECHAM’S PILLS? Of 
course I did; and now you say you ’ve forgotten 
them. You're very sorry, you wanted some your- 
self. I should think you did, indeed, coming home 
at twelve o’clock at night after eating and drinking, 
goodness knows what, at that precious club you ’re 
so fond of. 
‘‘If it had been Miss Prettyman (the minx!) who 
had asked you to bring her a box, you would have 




















-BEECHAMS PILLS 


For Bilious and Nervous disorders, such as Wind and Pain in the Stomach, Yellow Skin, Giddiness, Fullness and Swelling after meals, Dizziness 
and Drowsiness, Cold Chills, Flushings of Heat, Loss of Appetite, Shortness of Breath, Costiveness, Blotches on the Skin, Disturbed Sleep, 
Frightful Dreams, and all Nervous and Trembling Sensations, &c. when these symptoms are caused by constipation, as most of them ‘are. 


The First Dose Will Give Relief in Twenty Minutes. 


This is no fiction, Every sufferer is earnestly invited to try one box of these Pills, and they will be acknowledged to be 


A WONDERFUL MEDICINE 


BEECHAM’S PILLS, taken as directed, will quickly restore females to complete health. They promptly remove obstructions or 
irregularities of the system. For a 


WEAK STOMACH, IMPAIRED DIGESTION, 
DISORDERED LIVER, SICK HEADACHE, &c., 


They act like magic—a few doses will work wonders upon the Vital organs; strengthening the muscular system, restoring the long-lost 
complexion, bringing back the keen edge of appetite, and arousing with the Rosebud of Health the whole physical energy of 
the human frame. These are facts admitted by thousands, is. all classes of society, and one of the best guarantees to the Nervous and 
Debilitated is that Beecham’s Pills have the Largest Sale of any Patent Medicine in the world, and stand 


WITHOUT A RIVAL. ANNUAL SALES OVER 6,000,000 BOXES. 


25c. at Drug Stores, or will be sent by U. S. Agents, B. F. ALLEN €0., 365 Canal St., New York, post paid, upon receipt of price. 
BOOK FREE UPON APPLICATION. In ordering, mention “PUCK.” 
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‘sie The PRUDENTIAL 'SuRitme. °° “Newari ny 


From which is conducted its vast business of Life Insurance for Men, Women and Children. JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. 
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EAST SIDE EXEGESIS. 


‘‘Now, Johnny Tuffun, you may tell me what the lesson last 


Sunday was about.” 


“‘’Bout er bloke wot ast fer a handout and de people t’rowed 


rocks at ‘im.” 


THE GOOD LITTLE EVERGREEN. 


A CHRISTMAS TALE. 

NE DAY in Autumn a little fir 

Who lived on a mountain, was thrilled to see 

The trees on every hand astir 

In brave new garments, — but none had she. 
‘Oh! how I'd fancy a glowing cloak, 
Like those the others have on!’ she 

spoke 
Most wistfully. 





Then, how she studied her solemn green, 
To see it change to a rosy shade! 
But not a mellowing tint was seen 
About the frock of the fir-tree maid. 
‘New clothes, and splendid, they all have had ; 
But I shan't covet, —I know it 's bad!" 
She bravely said. 


The gorgeous hues of each neighbor's gown 
At last were faded, their dresses lay 
In heaps where Winter had tossed them down, ‘ 
(But she had never been decked as they) ; 
When through her branches peered muffled men, 
Who swung a glittering thing — and then 
She swooned away. 


What happened after she never-knew, 
Except she suffered no grief or pain, 

While swiftly forward the hours flew ; 
But when her senses returned again, 

She found she glistened in robes so gay 

And fair, it could n't seem true that thev 
Had once been plain. 


Her boughs had blossomed in red and white; . 
With lights that glimmered in row on row, 

And gleaming goodies was she bedight, — 
No tree could offer a braver show. 

‘‘[ 'm sure this is n't a mortal grace — 

I 've come,” she said, ‘‘ to the happy place 
Where good trees go." 

Lavton Brewer. 


CURED. 


SHE. — Mr. Jenkins laughs at superstition. 
HE.— Yes. 
him a rabbit’s foot. 


THE DIFFERENCE between an artist and an artisan is sometimes about 


four dollars a day, 





The night he proposed to Mrs. Jenkins some one gave 


PUCK. 


THE RESULT. 


JONES.— What would happen should an immovable object be struck 
by an irresistible force? 
SMITH.— Why, both the women would be mortally hurt! 


A DREAM OF A 
FINANCIAL UTOPIA. 


FirsT TRAMP.—One 0’ 
dem Wall Street fellers says 


dat money ‘Il soon be a é ws 

drug in de market. (é = 
SECOND TRAMP. —I wish — 

dey wuz some dispensaries Ge 


where yer cud git dat kind 
o’ drug free. 


WORTH IT. 


HUNKER.—Miss Munn has accept- 
ed Kilduff; but he will have to wait 
two years for her, until she is of age. 

SpaTrs.— He told me he did n’t 
mind that, for she is worth her wait in 


gold. 





NOT DISTRIBUTING GIFTS. 
NOPURSE.—I proposed to Miss Manymillions Christmas Eve. 
GOTBILLS. — Shall I congratulate you? 


NOPURSE. — I don’t know. She told me she was n’t Santa 
Claus; and that’s all she said. 
IN HARLEM. 
MaMa. — And when you are asleep, Santa Claus will come down 


through the chimney. 
JOHNNY.—Won'’t the janitor let him come up the stairs? 
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LOSING NO TIME. 


DAUGHTER.— Yes, Papa, I have accepted the Count. He will 
call on you to-morrow. 
FATHER.— Goodness! Does he want a check right away ? 





© 


\A 
= 
x 


\/ 


&; 


\/4 
x> 
‘AN 
~~ 


er 
> 
\/ 
ee 


oe: 

~ AN 
Ww, iF, 

2,2 


© 


vy, 
—- 


cox 
— 
22 


4N 
V7 
7 
"an Van 


> ><> 
: ‘ex 
>< 

» 


\A 


"an, 
ge 


\/ 
ZS 
xX) 
rs 


7 
~ 


VA 


BINNER CH/CAGO 


““My mother. Mrs. Eliza 
Keeler, aged 64, after a 
four months’ siege of ty- 
phoid fever, was unable to 
retain even ‘lime-water.’ I 
was told that Pabst Malt 
Extract, The ‘Best? Tonic, 
would be good; accordingly 
got some for her and she 
was able to retain it. She 
improved so rapidly that 
to-day, after using from 
three to four bottles per 
week, she is strong and 
well—a thing at her age 
and after such a sickness, 
bordering on the marvel- 
ous. I claim it was “The 
Tonic,’ and have thor- 
oughly advertised this 
among our acquaintances. 
Even her physician was as- 
tounded at the result.- I 
shall always feel Pabst 
Malt Extract saved her 
life, and think you should 
know what a powerful 
strengthener it is after fe- 
ver and kindred com- 


plaints.”’ 
Miss KEELER, 


394 46th St., Chicago. 
June 27th, 1896. 
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| THE ART OF 


BREWING WAS 
DEVELOPED BY 


MILWAUKEE BEER IS 
FAMOUS, PABST 


HAS MADE IT SO 














STEINWAY & SOND 


PIANOFORTES. 


THE STANDARD PIANOS OF THE WORLE! 


Are Used and Preferred by All Leading Artists, 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES MAILED Free On APPLICATIO:, 


Warerooms - ~- - STEINWAY HALL. 


Nos. 107, 109 & {il East (4th St., New Yori. 





REMEDY 


£ COUGHS,COLDS AND 
{ALL BRONCHIAL AND 


= PULMONARY AFFECTIONS. 


yf lt ff 


HARTFORD, 
NEW YORK, 
[med ‘ie tel 
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ADVERTISING NOTE. 
BILLY THEKID. — Better take down that motto, 
‘¢God Bless Our Home.” 
Mrs. THEKID.— Why? 
a BILLY THEKID.— They aiways does in street 
cars, after folks has read ’em. 








AN UNFAVORABLE REPORT. 
FIRST PEDDLER.— How is peezness? 
SECOND PEDDLER. — Pad — pad! I 

tink dat dese hard times beeple has stopped 
losin’ dere gollar buttons! 


PIERCED. 
Her lips were like a Cupid’s bow, 
But,.O my bleeding heart! 
For when I took a kiss from them 
I found they held a dart. 


SINGULAR. 


NoppD.— Women are strange creatures. 

TopD.— How so? 

‘¢ My wife nudged me under the table last night, and when I asked her why 
she did it she was as mad as a hornet.” 








AND SOK 
=== Paper Warehouse =— 
=31— 37 E. Houston St.= 
=== PUCK _BUILDING=>— 
=P, 0. Box 2865 = 



















































































= NEW YORK, = 
=All kinds of paper made to order.= 
































For Over Half a Century 


Mrs. WINSLOW’s SOOTHING SyRuP has been used for over 
FIFTY YEARS by MILLIONS OF MOTHERS for their 
CHILDREN WHILE TEETHING, with PERFECT SUCCESS. 
IT SOOTHES the CHILD, SOFTENS the GUMS, ALLAYS 
all PAIN; CURES WIND COLIC, and is the best remedy for 
DIARRHEA. Sold by Druggists in every part of the world. 
Be sure and ask for “ Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup,’ and 
take no other kind. 26c. a bottle. 





Fred’k Hl. Levey Co's 


Are used entirely 


on Puck 
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ie summer a gentleman, well known in Western New York, while in 
Europe visited a prominent champagne house. While there he met 
several persons, all strangers to him. A discussion arose as to the rela- 
tive merits of Champagne, when one of the gentlemen remarked: ‘I am 
a physician in Philadelphia, and have prescribed different brands of Cham- 
pagne, both imported and domestic, for years, but have invariably had the 
best results from an American brand known as ‘GREAT WESTERN,’ and 
I now prescribe no other.” This is a fact that can be verified. 

Champagne is excellent as a tonic, and pints are the best to buy for 
that purpose. For any information or prices write 


Peasant Valley Wine Company, Rheims, N. Y. 








AIBBER 
CG ARET Its 


LITTLE 


CIGARS. 
ALL IMPORTED 
TOBACCO. 


HIGHEST IN PRICE 
FINEST IN QUALITY, 


25c. a2 Bundle, 
xo in Bundle. 


Trial Package in Pouch by mail for 25¢, 


H. ELLIS & CO,, Baltimore, Md. 
THE AMERICAN TOBACCO CO., Successor, 
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CHRISTMAS, 1896. 
Rich Laces, 


Genuine Furs, 
Ostrich Feather Boas, 
Opera Cloaks, 
Umbrellas. 


GLOVES. 


Dent, Fownes, and Courvotsier. 
Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Gloves. 


Riding and Driving Gloves. 


Broadooay c HA 9th ét. 


NEW YORK. 





THE BEST HOME GAME 





Adapted for either Children or Adults 


PRICES: Paper Bound, $1 each; Cloth Bound, $2 each 
led, post-paid, on receipt of price 





- 


THE ROYAL GAME OF INDIA 


No household complete 
No home happy without it 


No Parlor Table Game has ever been published which has 
had so great a sale. For twenty years the best families have 
had it in their homes, and so enjoyed it that now it is alway, 
called for when the question arises, ‘* What shall we play 

The best —~ ever pubiished. Sold by lea = 
Stationery, Toy and Department Stores in the Unite States, 
or mailed, post-paid, by 


SELCHOW & RIGHTER, 390 Broadway, W. Y. 
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Y STEAMERS TO 


Mn Oft-Traveled —; 
~ Road ‘ 
> Becomes f 


“@ 
% (Donotonous 
x\) 
er * 
For years you have been 
wh going to and returning from 
> CALIFORNIA 
ay ue & in the same old way. 


PA Try a change this time and return via the 
&2 NORTHERN PACIFIC . 
we .. . SHASTA ROUTE. 


Vy, In doing this, make a side trip to the new GOLD FIELDS in the 

+ « « « « KOOTENAI REGION 
NYS and another to YELLOWSTONE PARK. ..... 
4 SIX CENTS for 


CHAS. S. FEE, General Passenger Agent, 
WONDERLAND ’06. ST. PAUL, Minn. 
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BEING WITTY consists more often in being with people who think you are funny, 
than in being funny with people who don't think you are witty. 











INVALESCENT 
NURSING MOTHERS AND THOSE SUFFERN ; 
FROM INSOMNIA, DYSPEPSIA, ETC.— RECOMMENDED AND PRESCRIBE 2 
BY ALL LEADING PHYSICIANS-AT ALL DRUGGISTS AND GROCERS ) 
PREPARED BY S.LIEBMANN'S SONS BREWING COMPANY, BROOKLYN, NY 


Same me 














THE CELEBRATED 


Pianos are the Best. 
Warerooms: 149—155 E. 14th St., New York. 
Cavution.—The buying pubiic will please not con- 
found the SoumerR Piano with one of a similarly 
sounding name of cheap grade. Our name spells — 


S—O0—H-M—E_R. 


7) ai teh 'S CURE me) 5 
- FLS 


IL 
~ pg Best Conk en Tastes Good. Use 
intime. Sold by druggists. 


a CONSUMPTION 





combined with 


Remarkable 
Delicacy 


The most refined 
Perfume,and to-da 


the Standard in all 
civilized countries. ta 
) 












vith Soe 
nous MULHENS @ KROPFF, NEW YORK 4 
iF YOU are beginning to get ready to 
join the ranks of the ts) 


row gentlemen, you can prevent it by secing - 
JOHN H. WOODBURY, 127 West 42d Street, New 
York. He cures dandr uff. Book for 2-cent stamp. Now Ready: Puck’s Quarterly, No. 3. 25 cts. 


















Superb Chr Christmas Publications. - NOW READY. 


Presenting Artistic and Literary Features of Unusual Merit. 


ISSUED SIMULTANEOUSLY IN EUROPE AND AMERICA, 


Che Grand Christmas Double Humbers 


THE LONDON GRAPHIC Price, $0.50 

















ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS . ‘ ss 50 
SKETCH . ‘ = ss -50 
PEARS PICTORIAL és . ‘ ss -50 
LADWs PICTORIAL e ; : ss 50 
BLACK & WHITE ; . ° ss 50 
HOLLY LEAVES ° ss 50 
CHATTERBOX CHRIST AS-BOX . ° 66 -50 
FATHER CHRISTMAS . : 6 ss -50 
ie FIGARO ILLUSTRE, English Text ‘ “ 1.00 
UNDER. ARO ILLUSTRE, French Text > “ 1.00 

IR THE MISTLETOE . ‘ ‘ se 25 
Ale ‘ANNUAL, the Christmas Number of the Art Journal . 75 
YOU \G LADIES’ JOURNAL . ° : . ° 60 
wo ‘ISH ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE +25 


‘838 are the Original Issues of the FINEST CHRISTMAS NUMBERS in the World. 
FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS AND 
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 
Importers and Exporters of Newspaners, Periodicals and Books, 
Nos. 83 and 85 DUANE STREET, NEW YORK, One door East of Broadway. 


Subscriptions Received for any Periodical, Foreign or Domestic. 











UST RIGHT!” 


The 
Verdict 

of 
Veteran 
Operators 
upon 

the 





Improved Models 


REMINGTON 


.. Standard Typewriter. 


A maximum of Durability, Convenience and 
Economy with a minimum of machinery. 





Send for New Illustrated Catalogue. 


WYCKOFF, SEAMANS & BENEDICT, 


327 Broadway, New York. 
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HIS DIFFICULTY. t 
Unc ie Siias.—I’d like to b’lieve in the millennium , but A 
I don’t see how the popillation of the airth is goin’ ¥ ii =i [ NS 
to be reduced so much. J - ft 


Pal ‘ AY ic C_ 





Unc.Le ABNER.—WhoO says it’s 
goin’ to be reduced? 

Uncce Siias.—Well, everybody 's 
goin’ to be happy, so it stands to reason 
that the kickers ‘Il have to die off first. : 


Yue 











‘Half A MILLION Dollars 


To be Given Away in Articles of Real Value to the Users of 


Mail | Pouch 


One ~~ T each o cent iB and Two Cc ions in a 10 cent Packag 
Coupons Give Full Information and List of Valuable “Art Articles. 
MAIT, POUCH TOBACCO is sold by all Dealers. ILLUSTRATED CATA- 
LOG Dey Valuable Articles with Explanation how toget them, MAILED ON REQUEST. 
THE BLOCH BROS. TOBACCO Cco., WH EELING WEST VA. 
No coupons exchanged after July 1, 1897. 
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A PLEASED CUSTOMER IS THE BEST ADVERTISEMENT 


_TAR SOAP 
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MYE LADYE’S PURSE. ; 





A DAYNTIE, delicate affaire, 

Of sylke and beades and layce; 
A cunnynge openynge is there 

To putte ye chynke in playce. 


In her wee hande, soe lily-whyte, 
She carryes, bye ye tassel pynke, 
Ye tynie purse. It is soe lyghte 
It can not holde muche tynne, I thynke. 


Dare we peepe in? She does not see— 
A scrap of sylke; a bit of layce; 

A sweetie pynke — nay, there are three; 
A pennie and a needel case; 


A dollar-bille rolled uppe soe tyghte ; 
A piece of chewynge gumme; 
A ribband verie fyne and whyte; 
Arynge; a note ;—butte she has comme,— 


A dayntie, delicate affaire 
Of sylke and beades and layce, 
In her wee hande, soe lily-whyte, 
She carryes it bye tassel pynke. 


Marion Carr. 
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Come! Come! A festival of blithe good cheer, 
Of fun to make the laugh ring clear, 

Awaits you all. Before it ends 

Haste here where PUCK receives his friends. 





A SURPRISE. MEETING AN EMERGENCY. 
Mrs. YOUNGHUB.— Oh! Ferdy, | have such a surprise for you! FIRST HARLEMITE.— Do you find it cold in your flat? 
YOUNGHUB.— You have, love? SECOND HARLEMITE.—Cold? Why, last night I had to get the 


Mrs. YOUNGHUB.— Yes, dear. See this sweet little dog 1 bought man upstairs to come down and talk politics! 
for us! — only twenty dollars, and the dog-seller warranted him to be a 
pure mongrel ! 








| Restaueanr| 
FRIEND.— Pretty girl, is n’t she? | hn carga 4 
His LORDSHIP. — Deucedly pretty! So 

pretty that, doncherknow, I forgot to ask 


anybody if she ’s rich! 





a. AT THE FANCY-DRESS BALL. 
‘4 ~*~ 








WITH EQUAL GAYETY. 


Oh! Christmas time ’s a merry time; 
All hearts with joy it fills; 

And some folks hang their stockings up, 
And some hang up their bills. 


\ AN OLD ADAGE. 
\ Miss OLDGUYRL.— Is Mr. Gay- 
boy’s sight affected? I stood under 
the mistletoe half an hour last night, 
and he never saw me. 
Cynicus.— Jonathan Swift once remarked that there is none 
so blind as those that will not see. 


CHANGEABLE. 
Doctor.— I wish, after all, I had given you something else in 
place of those powders. 
PATIENT. — Here they are, Doc. I concluded not to take them. 
DoctTor.— Did you? Then I| guess you ’d better, after all. 


PREPOSTEROUS. ; S 
DIMPLETON. — That real estate man said you were going to buy 
a house from him ee ae 
. i THE SENSATI , 
Von BLUMER.— I was; but the idiot wanted me to pay some money N ON 
down. INQUIRING TOURIST (in Oklahoma).— Pardon me, but have you 
ever been tarred-and-feathered ? 
- . ALKALI IKE.—Have 1? Say cy yere! / ake me 
MANY A MAN’s wolf is the dressmaker’s bill collector. : ro i eres ay, looky yere! Do you take me for 
a aude? 


, . ‘*Why, no, sir.” 
THE POINT of view should be well tempered to secure good penetration. ‘*Wal, then, bein’ a man o’ the world, of course I 've been tarred- 
and-feathered.”’ 
RICHES HAVE wings, but they don’t seem strong enough to carry away ‘Was it very painful ?”’ 
the expensive tastes they bring. ‘‘Naw! Made me feel like a bird.” 











1 PLENTY LEFT. 


‘“‘Looky yar, Judge!” said old man Cusack, a citizen of un- 
savory reputation, entering the office of Judge Stringer, the 

well-known Oklahoma jurist, ‘¢1 want a warrant for the 

arrest of the editor of the Clarion. F 
‘‘How has he injured you?” * 
queried the justice. 







piece about me, 
callin’ me a char- 
acterless scoun- 
drel who had 
been sent to 
jail twice for 






” 
! y 


> key 
ei ‘Well, did n’t you 
sell the whiskey, just as 
he insinuates?” 
‘I reckon so.” 

«sH’m! And you certainly were 
sent to jail twice on that charge?” 

“Yep.” 
‘Well, then, what are you kicking 

about ?” 

«‘T want him to understand, by gosh! 
COPYRIGHT, 1896, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN that a man kin boot-leg whiskey an’ go 
in DID N’T LIKE THE GAME. to jail for it, an’ still have enough character 


' . 9 
FARMER GREEN.— Don't be skeered, Miss! that cow is only playful. left to be slandered ! 


i Miss ANCIENT (oxt of breath).— 1 never played with a cow in my life, 
Man, and I am not going to begin now! FORCE OF CIRCUMSTANCES. 
SMITHER.—I saw the pantomime of 
‘*Hamlet” last night. 
RINKTUMS.— Is it possible they have 
made a pantomime of that grand piece? 
SMITHER,— 
— Well, it was 
in pantomime, 


A GLOOMY PROSPECT. 
| MaMa.— And you are to have a new suit of clothes for Christmas. 
| JouHNNy.— Oh, pshaw! I expected to have a good time Christmas ; 
| and now I suppose you ’ll want me to spend 
the whole day being careful of those new 
clothes! 
| CRUEL FATE. 


‘*Poor John!” said the old man, in a 
| trembling voice; ‘*I thought he ’d be with 


AN UNAPPRECIATED PHILANTHROPIST. 
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every box. 


us to-day.” 

The other members of the family sighed 
and looked sadly at the vacant chair. 

‘¢ To think,” went on the aged father; ‘to 
think of his having to go West at this time! 
He may be eating his Christmas dinner in a 


Santa Claus. 











‘‘Slandered me, b 


that ’s what he ’s OY Be 
done! Printed a £7 iy ae 


boot-leggin’ whis- ~~ 








PRETTY AND DEFIANT. 


She stands beneath the mistletoe, 
This maid of twenty Summers ; 

She stands with fearless eyes aglow — 
Prepared to meet all comers. 


last evening, — there was a theatre party in 


AMBITION. 


IKEY.— Fader, ven I ’ma man I vill go in 
der toy peesness. 

FADER.— Vot for in der toy peesness? 

IKEY.—I vant to get der gontract mit 














railway restaurant!” 


[N ALL his troubles, Robinson Crusoe had 
the consolation of knowing that there 
was no one but Friday to walk off with his 


umbrella. 


HER CONDUCT caused a lot of talk 
Well it might; 
For she played piano solos 

Till far into the night. 


At the party. 


QNE TEST of a man’s greatness is the 
number of book agents who are willing 
to risk their lives, trying to sell his. 











Money is the root of evil, and the contri- | 
bution-box is intended to extract it. 

















ee, WHEN AGE comes knocking at the door, 
My lady with a pout 
Adopts the usual recourse, and 
Sends word that she is out. 








Mr. MeppLar.— Now, just look at those boys making a slide 
on that sidewalk and endangering the life and limb of pedes- 
trians ! 
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WORKS BOTH WAYS. B3 


A charge to keep our parson 
holds, 
But thoughts of that don’t 
sweep him 
a Away from a truth he oft 
unfolds — 
His charge has got to keep 
him! 


APPREHENSION. 


JOHNNY (on Christmas Eve. ). 
— Mama, can’t you give the baby 
something to make him sleep to- 
night ? 

MAMA. — Why, Johnny? 

JoHNNY. — Because if Santa 
Claus hears him yelling he might 

















Mr. Meppiar.— It makes the humane blood in my body boil 
to see such reckless disregard for human life and limb! 


it with these ashes ! 


Il. 


I'll fix always to the swift, it is re- 


think we ’re all just as bad. Ill. 
Cuorus OF PEDESTRIANS (as MEDDLAR sprinkles the ashes): 
“Hi, there! What do you mean by throwing those ashes all 
over my new coat ?”’ 
“‘Confound your carelessness ! You have nearly blinded me!” 
“The nasty man! My new bonnet is completely spoiled !” 
“*T’row anudder shovel-full an’ Oi ’ll brake yer face!” 
‘Spoiling all those little boy’s fun, too! He forgets he was 
a boy once, himself!” Etc., etc., etc. 


THOUGH THE race may not be 


corded that the ‘*so sudden” 
wooer is seldom left. 





























THE MODERN PANDORA. 


She opens the casket with tremulous sighs, ‘‘Let them flutter anear to your rosebud mouth, 
A horde of small loves greets her wondering eyes; Let them flit as they will, — be it North, be it South. 
Some wing swiftly away, and some hover near, But the sturdiest one of these loves, I know, 


But Hope, as of old, stills her maidenly fear: Will weather with you the years as they go.” 








PUCK. 
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ORIENTAL PERSIFLAGE. 


On a fine Arabian night, Haroun Al Raschid and his Vizier were out for a walk. The Ruler of the Faithful stood 
awhile on a corner, listening to two toothless old beggars mumbling to each other. The Sultan could not make out a 

word they said, and, turning to his Vizier, asked: ‘‘ What language are those people using, Giaffor?'’ ‘‘ Gum-Arabic, 
your Majesty,’’ returned the Vizier, promptly. ‘There ensued a painful silence of some minutes during which the 
Sultan regarded his Premier fixedly. ‘Then he said: ‘‘ Giaffor, methinks I can hear a drop of something to drink.” 
And arm-in-arm they retired to a neighboring hostelry, just as if nothing had happened. 





A LIKELY SOLUTION. 
SMITHERS.— I wonder what was the origin of the saying, «It will all 


come out in the wash?” 
RINKTUMS. — Don’t know. I supposed it referred to the indelible 


marking fluid. 
















AFTER THE BALL. , 


SHE.— Did you notice dot Mrs. Le- 
viski, der vife of der bawnbroker? 
She vos cofered mit tiamonts! 
HE.— Yes; und efery von 
of dem vos drawin’ interesd 


| w 
| 
i LIFE IN A HARLEM 
FLAT. 
«sWhere are you going, 
dear?” a 


“‘T thought I would go 
down to the janitor’s fora 
little while and get my 
feet warm.” 





NO DANGER. 


Younc TutTer. — As I 
came in just now, Miss Clara, 


your father looked at me pretty hard. 
Miss PINKERLY.— You need n’t be afraid, Mr. Tutter. He 


daheiaea saa cey sienna eaeeaiaen knows it is only vou. 


THE TIME ‘ 
engine AT THE OPERA. 


Mr. HARLEM FLATTE (on a visit to his friend SuBBUBS, who Lives two 
miles from the station ),—What is that ? es Harry (as Othello comes on ).— How fichce the blawsted Mooeh 
q SuBBUBS.— That is our fire-alarm. We ring it for fire. looks ! 


Mr. HARLEM FLATTE (whose marrow is frozen).— Ring it, Subbubs! CHOLLY (shuddering).— Yes, indeed! Ugh! What a tailoh 
Ring it! he ’d make! 
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PUCK. 


THE GARDENS TWAIN. 








N ERMENGILDA'S garden the silver lilies 

stand, 

Like pale young angels pining to join 
their sinless band; 

And past each fragile chalice that shuns 
the nooning ray, 

Doth glide my Ermengilda — as fair and 
cold as they. 

But down in Polly's playground are roses 
all a-row 

And hollyhock and larkspur in blithe 
abundance blow; 

There float a thousand blossoms on 
waving seas of green, 

And sunbeams skip for laughter when 
Polly trips between. 


In Ermengilda’s garden the ways are cool 
and still — 

There peals no noisy fountain, there runs 
no riant rill — 

And silent, through the silence, my 
Ermengilda strays 

To bind her bending lilies, long drowsy 
Summer days. 

But laughter loves to linger where Polly's 
garden lies, 

And far thé flashing fountain throws 
kisses to the skies; 

Loud sings the feathered chorus as down 
the path she comes, 

And ail the garden dances, if Polly only 
hums. 


PICKINGS FROM THE INTELLECT OF LITTLE PLATO SMITH. 


Mos’ always th’ things that seem right t’ me ain’t. 


Appetite ’s jus’ what a feller gets hungry with, that ’s all. 
Pp J g gry 


A feller can stand a good deal more cold skatin’ than sawin’ wood. 


There ain’t no fun in catchin’ onto bobs that stop for a feller. 


Soap makes th’ skin slippery, so ’s th’ dirt ’ll slide off. 


I’d like t’ know how they figger there 


’ 


s any honor in gettin’ licked, 


Ma don’t like funny papers, ’cause she’s got somethin’ th’ matter with 


her laugher. 

’T Sunday - school they say 
games o’ chance is wicked; but 
they work th’ grab-bag scheme 
reg’ lar. 

If boys don’t know any more 
’n folks say, then they had n’t 
ought ’o be held so ’sponsible, 
had they? 

My oldes’ brother knows a heap 
more ’n Pa; he can’t understand 
how Pa can be any relation o’ 


bisa. David Henry., 
HIS USE. 
JosH GRAYNECK. — I swan! 


Your sor’! hoss kicked the wagon 
all to pieces ag’in, an’ like to 
have killed you? Huh! What ’s 
a hoss like that good for, anyhow? 

JAY GREEN (sententiously ).— 
To sell! 











In Ermengilda’s garden I came with craven heart, - 
To tell the tender story, to play the lover's part; 

But cold was Ermengilda — the words I feared to say, 
So spake of lore and lilies, then bowed myself away. TEACHER. — What is the dis- 
But down where Polly waited beside her garden gate, tinguishing feature of classical 
Her smile of frankest welcome foretold a fairer fate ; music ? 

Out burst the buds to greet me — the birds up-sang their lay — Tommy TODDLES.—Yer can’t 
They wished me joy that morning in Polly’s garden gay. whistle it. 


ITS DISADVANTAGE. 
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IN HIS FAVOR. 


Harsh things have been said of Bluebeard, 
but it can’t be denied that he had original 


Gerald Brenan. ideas about dyeing his whiskers. 


IN A MOMENT OF CONFIDENCE. 
-T knew —” 
Old Monnieburn was speaking, and the other members of the Mil- 
lionaires’ Club leaned eagerly forward to listen. 


ON PARK ROW. 


MR. MOBILE (who is new to it and has been shelling out ).— Dear 
me! I have been stopped by a dozen 












«¢__ if I called my invention what it C.F poor fellows to-day, whose pitiful 
really was, ‘perpetual motion,’ I EN —— —hig@~y id tales were indeed sad to hear. 

é ° es | a) ~~ “yy % Uf 1 S oe ; 
would have Seen Goriied as 8 GE NIRS 7 oy Mr. GOTHAM (used to 
‘i COSOOTOT CS HUTT OUETONE iv se it). — Yes; I heard 









visionary ; so, to-day — 
With a gesture he ordered 
another dozen quarts. 
«¢__ they are in use every- 
where; but only we on the 
inside know,” 
Gracefully finishing his 
share of the champagne, 


them. But they never 
| touched me. 


AN AGREEMENT. 
| AUNT HETTy,—I 
| 





have known this reme- 








the world-renowned in- 


ventor of the gas-meter 
passed on his way to 
the cloak-room, drop- 
ping a thousand-dollar 
bill in the servants’ 
Christmas box as he 
went. 


THE LIMIT. 


‘You sold your 
poem? Oh, you dar- 
ling! And am I to 
cet the diamond neck- 
lace you promised 
me?” 

‘«¢ Well — er — not 
just now, dear. I 


spent the money for this 


box of paper collars.” 


SHOWED SIGNS OF 


Mrs. UProDATE, — Mrs. 
Emancipus is looking thin and 
worried. 

Mrs. FINDESIECLE. — Yes. 
Do you know, I think she ’s 
henpecked. 
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THE GROUND FOR THE ACCUSATION. 


PAPA.—I ought to have that young fellow arrested for trying to get money out 


of me on false pretenses. 


MAMA.— Why, when did he do such a thing ? 


PAPA.— Why, he’s coming here three or four times a week, pretending he's in 


love with Maud. 


dy to cure when all 
others failed. 

THE INVALID. — 
That ’s when I’m go- 
ing to try it. 


IN THE SUBURBS. 

SHE. — Is it an 
answer to our adver- 
tisement? 

HE.— Yes; froma 
man who wants to ex- 
change his_ property 
for ours. 

SHE. — Mercy! 
What kind of property 
must Azs be? 


THE MAN who talks when he 

has nothing to say is not 
so bad as the man who talks 
when he has something to say 


which he ought not say. 


THERE Is but little differ- 


ence between the man 


who is tolerably good and the 
one who is tolerably bad. 














As 


WNQNoragare. 
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HELD UP. 


Mrs. De Styte has lost so much of her 
fine china through the carelessness of her 
servants, that she has resorted to the 
above expedicnt to save the remainder. 


PUCK. 


NO HIGHER TRIBUNAL 
ON EARTH. 


«¢] tell you what it is,” said Mrs. 
Fourthbell, as she paid her rent; 


There are about sixteen children run- 
ning up and down the fire-escapes all 
day. long.” 

‘«‘Complain to the janitor,” said 
the agent, as he wrote out the re- 
ceipt. 

«¢ Then, the people in the flat un- 
der us do nothing but talk all night 
long close to the shaft. We can hear 
every word they say, and can not 
sleep a wink.” 

«¢ You would better complain to the 
janitor,” repeated the agent. 

‘¢ The servant girl in the flat above 
shakes her mats out of the front win- 
dow, and our parlor is full of dust.” 

‘‘Complain to the janitor,” said 
the agent, mechanically. 

‘¢But that is n’t the worst of it,” 
continued Mrs. Fourthbell; ‘the 
janitor himself does n’t do any- 
thing he ought todo. Half-the 
time he does n’t take the ashes 
off the dumb-waiter, forgets to 


“things are coming to a pretty pass! ( " 
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light the gas in the halls, keeps 
our letters in his pockets, and never can be found when wanted.” 
‘In a case like that,” said the agent, as he started to go, ‘I 
don’t see that you can do anytning, but just — pray!” 
Ernest Graham Dewey. 





A CLEVER IMITATION. 


THE MENTOR.— You ’re crazy, man! A woman can’t love three 
men at one and the same time! 

THE DEMENTED.— I s’pose not. (A fause.) But, gee-whizz! what 
a bluff she can make at it! 


off -4' 
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EVIDENTLY IRISH. 
KERRIGAN.— Phwat do yez t’'ink uv th’ new English bull- 
dog Oi 'm jist afther buyin’, Casey? 
CaAsEY.—If yez bought him for English yer dom well 
shtuck, —luk ot his face. 








ACCOUNTED FOR. 


‘¢It appears to me that the firm’s running expenses have 
been inordinately high for the last quarter,” said the silent 
partner, who was inspecting the balance sheet. 
‘¢You forget that our trusted cashier ran off with twenty- 
four thousand dollars during that period,” replied the senior 
member. 

THE REASON FOR IT. 


TOURIST. —I suppose you may truthfully be said to 
have taken your life in your hand when you sprang around 
the corner of the saloon and faced the desperado? 

ALKALI IKE. — Nope; both of ’em was full of six- 
shooters. 


z\ i 
y 
/ 

Val) Y/ 


A THEORY. 


SHE. — What a singular apparatus! I wonder who 
it was that thought of using steam to make ice? 

HE.—I don’t know. The thought may have occurred 
to some scientist who lived in a steam-heated flat. 


A MATTER OF COLOR. 
The sergeant in his jacket 
Stood ready for the view, 
And, as has oft been said, 


“ The wind thro’ his whiskers A.” 


J. H. Birch, Jr. 


A DIFFICULT TASK. 
ASKINS.— Was it hard to accomplish? 
TELLER. — Hard? It was as hard as it is for a red-nosed 
man to look coldly intellectual. 
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A SOFT ANSWER TURNETH AWAY WRATH. 


Mrs. STICKLER (angrily).— This going out every night to your club has 
got to be stopped! I'm going to put my foot down on it. 
MR. STICKLER.— That would be a useless effort on your part. GRACIE.— Mama, what will Santa Claus do after Christmas? 


MRS. STICKLER (more cngrily).— Useless! Why? MAMA.—Why, he will begin to collect toys for the following 


MR. STICKLER.— Because your foot is so small it would n't stop anything. Christmas. 
Mrs. STICKLER (sweetly).—Oh, well, go ahead, George, dear! I sup- GRACIE.—Oh! I know. He will watch the papers, and look 


pose a man must have some recreation after a hard day's work. out for bargain sales. 


KNEW THE PROCESS. 
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NOT TO HIS TASTE. 


ETHEL.— Oh, Tom! let's play I'm sister Anna and you 're Mr. Huggard! 
Cousin TOM (in disgust)—Naw! I wont! You always want to play some kissin’ game! 
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THE DOLL’S LULLABY. 


Tyee Miss MUFFET is crooning a song 
To the Dolly, so fair, on her knee. 

The soft evening breeze, as she rocks to and fro, 
Brings her lullaby up to me. 





‘The little wee birdies have all cuddled down 
In the nest that we found in the tree; 
And you are my birdie, 
My sweet baby-birdie, 
Oh! sleep little birdie, for me!” 














The baby-voice falters, and then all is still; 
And I peep to see why it should be. 

Miss Muffet 's asleep to her own lullaby, 
With the Doll wide-awake on her knee. 





Seen ee 


Susie Dawson Brown. 
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HER VIEW. 











T WAS one of those evenings in Midwinter that de- 


light the eye and charm the soul. The great blanket 
of snow had fallen over field and fen, over meadow 
and bog, and the white mass stretched away on 
either side of the quiet country road, the rays from 
the full moon overhead falling on the clear crystals 
and turning them into myriads of diamonds. 
‘¢Miss Pendash,” said the young man at her 
side in the sleigh, as he slightly loosened his grip 
on the reins and allowed the horse to have his 
head, ‘‘it is in moments like this that the soul 
rises to its loftiest heights. I can not tell you 
how the wonderful moon, the gleaming 
snow on either side, the peculiar motion 
of the sleigh as if we were standing still 
and the earth instead were slipping 
away beneath us, — I can not tell you 
how all this affects me. There is some- 
thing so grand, so inspiring in Nature, 
even in its coldest aspect, that arouses 
all of the finer impulses in me, fills me 
with great ambitions and lifts me away en- 
tirely from the mere humdrum of existence. Ah! 

how grand it all is! Gaze at yonder fir trees, how like A 
silent watchers of the night they lift their venerable heads to 
the sky above. 

**At moments like this, all sordidness, all petty thoughts, 
are indeed left behind, and in the calm contemplation of Na- 
ture’s finest mood we lose ourselves and forget everything but 
the sublimity of it all. Do you, Miss Clara, not feel an answering 
echo in your heart?” 

‘«<Indeed I do!” said the beautiful girl at his side, as she firmly took 
the loosened reins from his hand and impatiently re-arranged the buffalo 
robe; ‘*but it seems to me, Mr. Simpson, that we are wasting a good 
deal of valuable time.” 


Tom Masson. 
7 
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SUSPICIOUS. 


UNCLE JosH.— I wonder if any o' them hotel clerks would be in the 
bunco business ? 

BELL Boy.— I guess not, sah,— what makes yo’ think so, sah ? 

UNCLE JosH.— Waz-al, that feller at the desk was tryin’ tew git me to 
leave my valyables in the safe ! 














PUCK. 












Py 


I} 


G Yi Hy 
AY 
fe Yy / 
/ 









dl Date 









“THE EARLY BIRD CATCHES THE WORM.” 


MR. SUBBUBS.— Say, Commuter, will you lend me your lawn-mower? 


Mr. COMMUTER (in amazement).— Lawn- mower! Good heavens, 


man! what do you want with a lawn-mower this time of vear ? 


Mr. SuBBuUBS.—I don’t want to use it now. You remember, Howson 
Lott borrowed it from you the first of last season, and I never got a shot 
at it the whole Summer, and I made up my mind he should n't get ahead 
of me this year. 


HER CODE. 


| LICE.—If I thought he was sure of being ac- 
cepted, I ’d refuse him. 

MAUD.-—- But you have given him plenty 
of encouragement. 

ALICE. — No matter! A man _ should 
never be sure that his love is returned until 
the girl has told him; and he should never 
doubt it afterwards. 








A HARLEM PESSIMIST. 


First HARLEMITE.— Well, Smith does take the most gloomy 
view of things. 

SECOND HARLEMITE. — What is the trouble with him now? 

First HARLEMITE.— He says that if we had a big fire and 
if those flats were burnt down, they would be rebuilt with even 
smaller rooms than they have now. 





A SCIENTIFIC DISCUSSION. 


‘«« What is your opinion about Darwin?” asked the baboon. 

‘‘Is n’t he the fellow who says man is descended from an 
ape?” said the gorilla. 

‘‘He is; and I think he was egotistical,” replied the baboon; 
‘*don’t you?” 

‘Not at all,” retorted the gorilla; ‘‘it was the descent of 
man, remember.” ; 


AT THE BALL. 


‘‘Will you bring me a plate of ice-cream, please, Mr. Lover?” 
pleaded the Boston girl; — ‘I feel cold.” 


INCREDIBLE. 


SOAP MAN.— We can’t use this. I like strong testimonials, but 
this one goes too far. 

His PARTNER.— What does it say? 

Soap Man.—A lady writes that even her five-year old boy likes 


Our soap. 





Perry.— Barker is fond of his joke. 
SABiN.— Yes; but it is very inconsiderate of him to expect every- 
one else to be. 








CHRISTMAS EVE. 


Jimmy. — This ’d be a dandy night for a burglar to break into a 
house, would n’t it? 
TomMmy.— Why would it? 
JimmMy.— ’Cause people ’d think it was Santa Claus. 


NO MARKET. 
THE OFFICE-Boy.— There is a young man waiting out- 
side with a poem to He calls it ‘‘ Footsteps in 
the Snow.” 
THE EbIrorR.—You may say to him that we can 
get all the slush we want at this particular season of 
the year without paying for it. 


sell. 









NO CHANGE, 
Noppb.—.I have been married five years, 
and I feel as if I had n’t got back from my 
honeymoon yet. 
Topb.— Nothing but pay out money, 
s eh? 


A LITERARY QUERY. 


BALDE.— What is most needed 
by the poet of to-day? 
SKALDE. — Postage stamps. 


EMBRACING IT ALL. 
‘‘What is the mean temperature 
of this region?” inquired the statis- 
tically-inclined tourist who was ‘do- 
ing” Florida. 
‘©All of it!” answered the Northern 
man, who had purchased an unprofitable 
orange grove. 


NOT A PANTOMIME. 

FIRST AMATEUR.— Is there much to 
memorize in our parts? 

SECOND AMATEUR.— Yes, indeed! 
We play whist during the entire first 
act, and the next scene is in an opera 
box; and it is said to be so life-like that the absence 
of the opera is not noticeable. 


THis Is what I call a stiff drink, said Jack, when he found the water 
frozen in his pitcher next morning. 
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DISINTERESTED 
Mrs. ISAACSTEIN.— Do you t'ink young Rosenbaum loafes our 
Rachel for herselluf alone ? 
Mr. ISAACSTEIN.— I'm afrait so; —he refused to drust me fora pill 
of goots yesterday. 


AFFECTION. 
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An Ounce of Prevention: 





A MERRY Burgomaster 
In a burgh upon the Rhone 
Said, ‘‘I hear that osculation 
Carries dangers of its own. 


‘It has been explained by science, 
And the gist of it is this: 

Microbes, germs, and other insects, 
Are imparted with the kiss.” 





And the merry Burgomaster 

Of that burgh upon the Rhone 
Said, ‘‘ The danger of infection 

Must be straightway overthrown !" 


So at once he called a meeting 
Of the Burgomasters all, 

And they met in consultation 
In the Burgomaster’s Hall. 


Then the merry Burgomaster 
Did expound his noble plan, — 
By which danger of infection 
Could be warded off from man. 


‘‘ We must pass a law instanter 
That all matrons, maids and men 
Shall, when kissed, without delaying, 
Give the kiss right back again. 


“For,” he said, ‘‘it is apparent 
Microbes and such petty game 

By this means will be remanded 
To the lips from whence they came.” 





So they passed the law instanter, 
Without parley or delay ; 

And they had it neatly printed 
And tacked up that very day. 


And the merry burgher-maidens, 
In their sweetest blushes decked, 
And their lovers straightway met and 
Put the law into effect. 


‘‘ For,” said they, ‘tour Burgomasters’ 
Laws have never shown a flaw, 

And we all must do our utmost 
To execute this law.” 


And the merry Burgomaster 
Slapped his hand upon his thigh; — 

‘* Zooks!" he cried, ‘‘ there 'd be no danger 
Were all men as wise as I!"’ 


Ellis Parker Butler. 
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UNIMPORTANT. 


RosE.—I declare! I forgot to remove the price-mark from the Christ- 
mas present I sent Mamie. 
NELLY.—Well, she would know the price, anyhow, 


BOY - NATURE. 


FRIEND. —How is it that you manage to possess the liking of every 
small boy in your school ? 

TEACHER. — Oh! I habitually make the intentional mistake of calling 
every little boy by his big brother’s christian name. 


A COMMERCIAL TERM. 
Mr. Scapps.— What is this young man like who comes to see you 
so regularly, Nelly? 
NELLY ScapDDs.— He is like the stock market sometimes is, Papa. 
‘* How is that?” 
‘* Dull and steady.” 


|F WE ever get to heaven we will meet a great many people who will be 
Surprised to see us. 


THE AUTHORITY. 


Mr. COMMUTER.— I see there’s a new family moved to Lonelywood. 
Mrs, COMMUTER. — Yes; but I don’t think they amount to much. 
The station agent has n’t heard anything about them yet. 


HAD ROYAL AID. 


WHINKY.— Ukerdek beat me out of twenty dollars last night, 
WHANKY.— How was that? 
‘¢Oh! he got the upper hand of me — four queens, in fact.” 


A SARCASTIC GIRL. 


TILLINGHAST.— Miss Fosdick is a very sarcastic girl. 

WINEBIDDLE.— I have n’t noticed it. 

‘¢ Well, when she asked Tenner to sing, she said, ‘ Won’t you favor 
the company with a song?’ ‘Favor,’ mind you!” 


THERE ARE OTHERS. 


TELLER.— Confound that fellow Cheekley! I hate to do him a favor. 

ASKINS.— Why so? 

TELLER.— Because, whenever I do, instead of appreciating it, he 
flatters himself that be has worked me. 
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By H. C. BUNNER. 


HE DAY was dark and dreary, and a chill December rain fell 
dismally and persistently on the bare garden walks and the 
leafless shrubbery. But inside the old homestead a bright 
wood fire snapped and crackled cheerily in the fire-place, 
and cast its glow all about the pleasant, old-fashioned 
room. And on the faces of the two old people who sat 
by the south window there was a light of cheerfulness such 
as neither had worn at this season for many and many a 
weary year. 
‘¢ We ’ll do it, Christopher,” she said, with a hearty enthusiasm 
that made you believe she could do anything; ‘we ’ll just simply 
do it, and that will be the end of it.” 

‘¢ Well, Caroline,” replied the old gentleman, with a look of humble 
hope upon his patient face, ‘‘of course, if you say it can be done, it can 
be done, that is all.” 

‘¢ There is no question about that,” assented the old lady, with a nod 
of kindly authority; ‘but, although I told you not to, I know you ’re 
worrying yourself as to whether we ought todoit. Now, don’t you say one 
word! I have examined my conscience carefully, and that is sufficient.” 

‘¢ Of course, of course, Caroline,” said the old gentleman, promptly. 

«¢ And now,” said his wife, turning to the writing-desk, ‘¢ here is what 
I propose to do. ‘* We ‘Il sit down, and we ’Il write a letter to every one 
of the children: to Samuel and Maria and Lucilla and Evangeline and 
John.” — Here the old gentleman’s face lengthened. — «* And I’ll begin 
right now and write Maria’s letter, and then I'll copy it out for the others. 
If it ’s strong enough for Maria, it will be strong enough for any of them.” 

At this point Mrs. Danderhoof fumbled for a few moments in one of 
the pigeon-holes of her desk, and drew forth an envelope addressed in 
an angular script, from which she extracted a letter very closely written 
and crossed on every page. 

‘¢ This,” she explained to her husband, ‘‘is Maria’s letter. She says 
that she supposes that we shall be expecting her at the dear old home nest 
for the usual family reunion at Christmas. She regrets that, owing to 
the failure of the congregation to pay the last installment of her hus- 
band’s salary, he may be obliged to ask a temporary loan to cover the 
expenses of the journey. She also hopes that we can let her have the 
south room with the Franklin stove in it, as the baby is extremely sensitive 
to cold; and she hopes that it will be no inconvenience to us to let him 
have a bottle of sterilized milk at five o’clock in the morning, when the 
little darling always wakes up.” 

Mrs. Danderhoof turned again to the pigeon- 
hole. ‘ This,” she said, ‘‘is from Lucilla. She 
wants the room with the Franklin stove, but she 
does n’t want any sterilized milk. She only 
wants fresh mustard-plasters twice every even- 
ing for her husband. Then here ’s Samuel. He 
could n’t miss the dear old family gathering, 
and he is sure we won’t mind if he brings two 
children of his wife’s widowed sister along with 
his own. That ’s all heard from so far; but the 
rest will be in before the end of the wéek.” 

The old gentleman gave a soft, old-gentle- 
manly groan. 

‘¢ Now, don’t you trouble yourself, Chris- 
topher!” the old lady broke in on him, kindly 
but firmly. ‘* When my conscience is satisfied, 
and my mind is made up, there is n’t the 
slightest occasion for you to trouble yourself. 
Now, are n't you perfectly satisfied?” 

‘¢Oh, yes, zadeed, my dear! Certainly,” 
Mr. Danderhoof responded, quickly; but’he 











let a little too much unconscious earnestness 
into his voice, and Mrs. Danderhoof caught | f-L 
the sound. : LCL7e glee 


‘¢You mean you wish I ’d made up my 
mind to it years and years ago. That’s what you ’re thinking of, ain’t 
it? That’s just like a man! When a woman gives up everything and 
does just as he wishes, he ’s got to rake up everything and throw it in her 
face! Just as if 1 knew what a nuisance it was going to be! —and I ’m 
sure they ’re your children, too, just as well as mine.” 

And then she re-tied Mr. Danderhoof’s cravat with a great show of 
severity, brushed an invisible fleck off his spotless shirt-front, and rang for 


the old gentleman’s afternoon milk-punch. 
* 
* * 


* Copyright, 1895, by Keppler & Schwarzmann.—A// rights reserved. 











Here we have seen the doing, or, at least, the beginning of a good 
and noble deed. Now let us see how far its beneficial results extend. To 
do this we must take a peep into several highly respectable households, in 


various parts of the country. 
I. 


Home of the Rev. HEELSEY WINTERS, Weaktown, Wisconsin. 
Mr. WINTERS Discovered Examining His Spare Wardrobe, which is 
Contained in One Bureau Drawer. He Bears with Resignation the 
Assistance of Four Children. 


Mr. W.— Maria, I really don’t see 
how we can possibly go East this 
Christmas. My best coat is posi- 
tively riddled with moth-holes. 

A CHILD.— Pa, when you get 
through with the coat, will you 
give me the moth-holes to play 
with? 

THE REv. Mr. W. (continu- 
ing ).— And as to the vest, my 
dear, it has entirely disappeared 
from sight. 

Mrs. W.—I am afraid some 
of the children must have been 
doing something with it. 

A CHILD.—I know! Pauline 
Maria took it to make pen- 
wipers of for the fair. 

Mrs. W.—But there ’s your 
second - best suit, dear. That 
would look very well if it were 
pressed. 

Mr. W.— Yes; but, my dear, you forget that we traded that off to 
the man who had the powder that was going to make kerosene burn four 
times as long and give twice as much light. 

Mrs. W. (composedly).— Oh, yes! and how aw/ully we felt that the 
wretch was wearing the suit to peddle his wicked, swindling humbug in! 

Mr. W.— Well, my dear, what are we going to do? 

MRS. W. (with determination).—I\t’s got to be done, Heelsey, by 

hook or by crook. We must think of our children 

and their future, and you know what a terrible 

shocking blow it would be to Father and Mother 

if we missed going to the dear old home at this 
time of the year. 






The REV. MR. HEELSEY WINTERS /e/¢ 
looking through the moth-holes of his best 
black coat. 

I]. 


Residence of MR. SAMUEL DANDER- 
HOOF, 7x a Remote Suburb of Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania. MR. DANDERHOOF has just 
returned from his Office, and is in his 
Study, trying to take the Soot off his Gloves 
with Bread-crumbs. A Sewing Circle is 
Circulating in the Front Parlor; and the 
“New Woman's Guild” has possession of 


Mrs. SAMUEL DANDERHOOF, Hurried/y 
but Sternly. 


Mrs. D.— Samuel, did you write that 
letter to your mother to-day? You did? Well, 
I’m glad to hear that you ’ve got some sense of 

duty left in you—though what you’d ever do if | 
was n’t everlastingly at your elbow, heaven only knows. As to thinking 
of your children and family, I don’t suppose such things ever give you 
a moment’s concern —and I suppose you forgot to speak about those 
poor dear innocent darlings of Anastasia’s!| Oh, you did actually remem- 
ber to mention them! I hardly supposed that with your ideas of yous 
children and your family, you ’d have any thought for anybody else’s. 
Well, I suppose I ’ve got to get ready and go through with it all. And 
I only hope that when I’m worn out and gone, you will find another wife 
who ’s willing to go through such an ordeal every year, just for the sake 
of your children’s prospects! And now, if you don’t mind sitting some- 





the Drawing and Dining-rooms. Enter 
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where else, the secretary of the «* New Woman's Guild” would like this 
desk to write her minutes on. Don’t go in your room or in mine, though, 
for all the Guild wraps are in one and the Circle wraps in the other. 
You might sit in the day-nursery until Sophie comes to take her nap, 
and then find some other place. Now, do hurry! You are so tedious! 
You must have kept me here half an hour, and those people waiting for 
the room all this time! 
Ill. 

A Spacious and Comfortable Apartment in the Hotel at Asheville, 
N.C. Mr. Corton BATTING Discovered Lying on a Couch. His Wife, 
Jormerly Miss LUCILLA DANDER- 
HOOF, sits near him, reading 

| yy the Morning’s Mait. 











MR. B, (feevishly ).—Any 
letter from your mother, 
Lucilla ? 

Mrs. B. (soothingly ). 
— No, dear; we can’t 
possibly hear from her 
until to-morrow. This 
is from the de High- 
goes, saying what a 
delightful time they 
are having down in 
Jacksonville, and they 
want to know if we 
can’t join them there. 

MR. B. (taking pills 
———- with every evidence 

of deep feeling ). _ 

Jacksonville! Jackson- 
ville! I wish to heaven 
we could go to Jacksonville 
instead of -having to go up 
North to freeze in that ancestral 
barn of yours—I beg your pardon, 

my dear, but you know it zs cold. 

Mrs. B. (cheerfully ).— My dear, you need n’t apologize to me. I 
would n’t live in the ramshackle old thing if they gave it tome. But I 
suppose it’s got to be done, after all. I’m sure I have no desire to go, 
with more dances on hand than I can possibly get time for —and all the 
fun we might have at Jacksonville. And, oh, love, when William goes 
for your medicine, will you ask him to see whether my new things have 
come from New York? 

Mr. B.—With pleasure, my dear, if you would n’t mind shutting 
that window. Well, I suppose we’re in for it, and we might as well go 
through with it. What I dread most is that infernal Chicago pork-butcher 
husband of Evangeline’s, telling me how he never had a day of sickness 
in his life. 

Mrs. B. (consolingly).—Weli, never mind, my dear; there may be 
one chance of escape this time —I’ve zusisted on the Franklin-stove room 
for you; and I £xow that Maria wants it for her baby. Well, I'll bid you 
au revoir; here’s Captain Dashitt come to take me to drive. By-by, dear! 
And don’t eat too many of those little birds for luncheon. You know how 
they try your constitution ! 
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IV. 

Gorgeous Plush Home of the Rich Chicago Pork-Packer. MR. 
RAWLY is Standing in Front of the Fire, Smoking and Whistling 
Meditatively by Turns. MRS. RAWLY is Half-Reclining, Half-Sitting 
in a Fo-ter-yee, Otherwise Known as an Arm Chair. She is Reading 
a Novel with a Picture on the Outside, of a Lady Clothed Mainly in 
Distortion and Her Own Hair. 


Mr. R.—Well, I s’pose we ’ve got to pack up pretty soon and do the 
‘«*Old Homestead”’ act. Gee! I ain’t anything to say against the old man 
and the old woman, but the rest of that outfit would give a second-hand 
cemetery the fever ’n’ ager. 

Mrs. R. (coldly ).— 1 am glad you except my father and mother from 
your denunciation. 

Mr. R. (heartily).— Oh, they ’ve excusable; perfectly excusable! 
But when you come to that parson with the yarn socks, and that little sick 
Southern monkey who thinks he’s got all the diseases in the catalogue,— 
why, I tell you straight, Vangie, I ain't got ten cents’ worth of use for the 
whole bilin’ of them. 

MRs. R. (ici/y.).— You had more than ten cents’ worth of use for the 
sick monkey when you borrowed money of him to go into the Crookley’s 
January deal. 

MR. R. (patting her cheek, good-naturedly ), —That’s so, Sissy; and 
I paid him back good, too. Never you mind! This January deal I'll 
make enough to buy the old shanty up and not know it; and ¢hex we'll 
have your folks out here to Chicago, Christmas, and we ’ll show ’em what 
reel feed is. 

¥. 

Luxurious Bachelor Apartments of MR. JOHN DANDERHOOF, 7x 
New York. MR. DANDERHOOF Discovered Loafing on a Lounge and 
Smoking Cigarettes. 


Mr. D.—Well, I suppose I’ve got to brace up for the usual annual 
terror, or the dear old people will think that I’m the prodigal son, Act II. 
But, by Jove! if there ever was a beastly nuisance, it’s a family reunion. 
I suppose they ’Il all fight and row and 
snarl just as much as usual. There ’s Ait 
only one way to have real union 
in a family, and that’s to keep 
every blessed one of them 
separate from the rest. 
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And then, with the next 
mail, came this piece of 
epistolary Balm of Gil- 
ead, bringing peace 
and happiness to ; &S 
five different roof-  @- \ 
trees: Mi Fig, RT 

Aw NWA, 7 


Homestead, ; > 
: ' YY; Vf < 
Dec. 12, 18— My Gin X/ , 

















SSS 
—_—<— 


My dearest 
For many years 
your father and I 
have gathered our 
growing flock 
around the Christ- 
mas Table, and we 
have now decided 
that it is about time 
for us to have a little Christ- 
mas for ourselves; and to give yow an opportunity to enjoy the same 
pleasure. I enclose our usual Christmas check, slightly increased in size. 
Your father and ] are going to Baltimore to see if Terrapin and Canvas- 
back Duck will taste as good as they did on our First Honeymoon, forty- 
three years ago. 


SS 


an 


Ni 


BEMIS) 
ey. a a 


Your affectionate mother, 


CAROLINE DANDERHOOF. 
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Mrs. OutErTown.—No; we don’t wish to pay to 
have it all shoveled off. Just make a path wide enough 
for a man to get through. 


Mrs. OuTERTOWN.— No ; John, dear, you will have no 
trouble getting out. I have paid a man to shovel a path 
so you can get to the sidewalk. 


Mr. OuTeRTOWN as he gets outside ).— Mary, Mary! 
The next time you get a man to make a path don’t hire a 
living skeleton. 
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;—A VISION OF THE FUTURE. 











PUCK. 


FROM THE MOUTHS OF BABES. 


AREFULLY THRUSTING one finger into 
the protesting baby’s mouth, Newpop 
ran it along Tootsum Wootsum’s 
upper and lower gums, and as he did 
so his face clouded. 

‘‘Humph! Not another tooth 
yet!” 

He shook his head sadly, and there 
were tears in his voice. The disap- 
pointment was great. Still hoping 

against hope, however, he _ seated 

Tootsum on the floor and practically 

stood on his head until he was purple in 

the face endeavoring to look into Toot- 
sum’s mouth. If Tootsum had been suffer- 
ing from lockjaw the attempt would have 
been hardly less successful, for the darling 
shut his lips as tightly as possible and fought 
to elude the paternal finger. 

P Struggling to his feet, Newpop passed the room 

Y with a scowling brow. ‘Only one tooth — only 

one tooth,” he repeated with a sigh that seemed to 

come from his very heart. His wife watched him with knowing, sym- 
pathetic eyes. 

‘¢You ’ve been comparing babies with Mr. Firstborne again, I sup- 
pose?” she said quietly, her face becoming unwontedly stern. 

«¢ Yes; and I fairly hate him, — him and his wonderful baby!” 

‘«‘How many has that wonderful baby?” she said, with a sniff of 
contempt, 

‘¢ Six, he says; —six teeth; and his baby’s a month younger than our 
Tootsum!” , 

‘Did you tell him —?” she began. 

‘¢ Tell him?” he interrupted, fiercely; ‘*I should say I did! I told 
him Tootsum says ‘ba-ba’ for papa, and ‘ ba-ba’ for mama, and ‘ ba-ba’ 
for bye-bye, and ‘ba-ba’ for baby ; —told him Tootsum is learning to walk, 
and can take a step before he falls down; —told him that Tootsum laughs 
and never cries; and when I paused for breath he sprung that entire 









COPYRIGHT 1696, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 










dental outfit of six teeth on me, and I collapsed like a toy balloon that has A MEMORY. 
been pricked with a pin. For a minute I could n’t say a word; and then, . 
rising to the emergency by a powerful effort of the will, I told him that Dosson.—Ah! this old-fashioned snow-storm makes one feel 
Tootsum’s teeth had all come in, remained in plain sight for two days, and like a boy again. 
then gone back out of sight again —” Hosson.— You bet it does;— too derned much! Our hired 
‘¢ Splendid! Splendid!” cried Mrs. Newpop. man left yesterday, and I have to shovel off the walk myself. 
«¢_—and I told him that three of the teeth 
were defective, and that we had them filled es Oe ; WHAT DID SHE MEAN? 


with gold about an hour before they dis- ni oe ot Wes Gelb 

appeared —” , , <a in“) Vie } other ! 

Y Wasa could ees think of it, Henry? seal “As es i ‘ ( * RUS peed Y a SHE.— Well, you ’re another! 
ou ’re a genius! oy aN ; 

‘*_and, just to round out the 
narrative, I carelessly added that we 
were having Tootsum measured for 
a full set of false teeth.” 

‘© That silenced him, I ’m sure, 
did n’t it? And he very prudent- 
ly changed the subject?” 

‘*Yes; he changed the subject 
quick enough,” Newpop said, 
gloomily. 

‘¢ What did he say next?” 

‘¢He said I really ought to 
resign as Sunday-school super- 
intendent.”’ 





FATHERLY ADVICE.’ 


THE MILLIONAIRE.—You have 
no income worth mentioning and 
you wish to marry my daughter. 

SUITOR. — I — er — that is—a 
— about the position. 

THE MILLIONAIRE, — Young 
man, go and be a drummer. With 
your assurance failure is impos- 
sible. Come to me in a year or 
so, when some wealthy concern 
has implored you to accept a part- 
nership, and you can have my 


Earle H. Eaton. daughter and my blessing. 


HE TOOK THE HINT. 


‘¢John,” she remarked that 
evening, ‘¢I want you to come and 
look at the clock in the parlor.” 
a lot to cover your ceiling. . IMC ya N\ Hi | Nik “« Weil,” he said, when. be had 

Sate \ i i | done so; ‘‘I see nothing remark- 
| WOULD be a good deal ). SS \ iki | able in the clock, my dear.” 
easier to love our neigh- (ee © i AAG _— = lente oo Puig she 
bors as ourselves if they would 7 ‘Ss - f= . i INN. persisted, ‘when the big hand 
do things the way we do. points to XII and the little hand 
F >. to VIII. I wish you could see it 
x fed that way every evening.” 


AN AMPLE SUPPLY. 

CLARA.—I ordered a lot of 
mistletoe to-day. 

MAUDE.—Well, you ’Il need 


N\ 


SOME MEN seem to expect you 
to admire them for the things ‘vse. 16: er kerman'e sewer 


they don’t do. BOTH CORRECT. SURPRISE. 
Tommy Topps.— We had a Christmas tree last night, an’ Santa Claus MamMa.—-And the fairy godmother 
EVERY BRIDE marries the best came in an’ gave out the presents; —he 's a big, tall feller ! brought Cinderella a beautiful carriage— 
man ™ the world, but she does WILLY Wopps.— No he ain't, neither; —he gave out the presents GRACIE. — Would n’t Cinderella 


a tial ‘ 
n’t live with him long. on our tree, too, an’ he 's a little short feller! rather have a wheel? 



































I. 


~ HERE ARE you going, my pretty maid?" 


‘* Under the mistletoe, sir,’ she said. 
‘* Somebody ‘Il kiss you, my pretty maid.” 
‘*No such good luck, kind sir,"’ she said. 


vy II. 
| ‘Where are you going, my pretty maid?" 
“I'm going, going, gone,” she said. 





‘Then I 'm out in the cold, my pretty maid?” 


‘‘You did n't bid high enough, sir,’ she said. 


III. 
‘‘ Where are you going, my pretty maid?” 
‘‘I 'm going a-riding, sir,"’ she said. 
«« And why do you ride, my pretty maid?" 
‘*T ‘ve just got into the habit,’’ she said. 


‘* Where are you aa g, my pretty maid?” 
‘‘I'm going to ‘bike,’ kind sir,” she said. 

‘* But the men will all stare, my pretty maid.” 
‘« That 's ‘just why I 'm going, sir,"’ she said. 


V. 
‘* Where are you going, my pretty maid?" 
‘‘T 'm going upon the stage,"’ she said. 
‘‘ But how are you going, my pretty maid?” 
‘‘T 'm traveling on my shape,"’ she said. 


VI. 
‘‘ Where are you going, my pretty maid?” 
‘1 think I am going to faint,”’ she said. 
‘Shall I support you, my pretty maid?” 
‘Yes; but don’t muss my hair,” she said. 
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\ NARIATIONS 
ON ANOLD THEME 


(FOR SELECTION.) 


VII. 
‘* Where are you going, my pretty maid?" 
‘*T am going to Europe, sir,”’ she said. 
‘* With what objects in view, my pretty maid?” 
‘*A duke and a castle, sir,’’ she said. 


‘* Where are you win ra pretty maid?" 

‘*I 'm going a-skating, sir," she said. 

‘* Take care you don’t fall, my pretty maid.”’ 

‘* Don't you like these stockings, sir? "’ she said. 


IX. 
‘‘Where (Hwp/) are you going, (Hw /) 
my pretty (//wp/) maid?" 
‘I'm going to slap (Whack/) your ( Whack /) face,” 
she said. 
‘‘I —I — thought it was Minnie, my pretty maid.” 
‘* There's ( Whack /) another for that, kind sir,"’ she said. 


X. 
‘‘ Where are you going, my pretty maid?” 
‘I'm going to college, sir,”’ she said. 
‘* But you will unsex yourself, my pretty maid.” 
‘* The world needs some men, sir,"’ she said. 





XT. 
‘* Where are you going, my pretty maid?” 
‘*T am going to sleep, kind sir,"’ she said. 
‘* Wherefore so sleepy, my pretty maid?" 
‘Oh! you make me weary, kind sir,"’ she said. 


Dick Law. 








FOREW ARNED. ITS VALUE. JUST THE TROUBLE. 
‘‘ Willy, does your sister know I am here?” ‘¢Is your picture in the Academy a success?” **Yes, I ’ve been hunting for him all day. 


‘‘] guess she does. She said she had a pre- 
sentiment that you were coming.” 


‘¢That ’s what 1 am wondering. 
said it was worth the price of admission.” 


Some one He seems very much engaged, lately.” 
‘¢He is; and both girls have found it out.” 


A LOCAL STORM. 
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A LOST OPPORTUNITY. 


ALGY.—I wegwet that I did not learn Latin, Cholly. 


CHOLLY. — Why, Algy ? 


ALGY. — It would be so awfully useful in twanslating the family mottos of the fellahs in the club. 


“VARIUM ET MUTABILE.” 


QOrE DAY the famous poet Vergil chanced to be walking with his wife 
in the city when she caught sight of a new style of wrap hanging in 
a shop-window. Her delight in the beauty of the mantle, and her natural 
regret that its cost was beyond their modest means, produced a marked 
impression on the man, hardened and calloused poet though he was. 

So vivid was the impression, indeed, that when, six months later, his 
eyes casually met a notice of a mark-down sale of the mantilla scipionis 
—for such was the name of the garment —he trudged half-way across 
the town and brought one home. Down he sat before Mrs. Vergil as she 
unfastened the parcel, waiting to see her face light up with joy. On the 
contrary, he saw a look of disappointment when the character of the gift 
revealed itself to her. But quickly rallying, as a woman will, she ex- 
claimed: ‘*O Vergy! You dear, good boy! to bring me a mantle; and 
so pretty and tasteful, too! But — er—#it would hardly suit my style, 
would it?) I am so small, you know. We will send it to your mother.” 

Six months passed, and they were sitting cosily by the fountain in the 
atrium, and Vergil was reading aloud his latest bit of work — the eleventh 


book of the Zeid. A shadow darkened the grass-plat outside. Mrs. 
Vergil, welcoming a diversion, it is to be feared, all too gladly, went to the 
door. ‘*O P. Vergilius Maro, come here quick!” she cried. ‘¢It is our 
Bridget out for a promenade — and of all the dowdy, ridiculous togs I ever 
saw that mantle is the worst! I wonder if it was imported from the 
Emerald Isle? The taste of those Irish girls is something perfectly para- 
lyzing. Do, Vergil, come and look!” 

The poet reached his wife’s side only in time for one glance at the 
dowdy tog. But that one glance sufficed. It was the Mantilla Scipionis. 

That evening he whistled so thoughtfully at his writing that he 
attracted his wife’s attention. Leaning over his shoulder, she saw that he 
had taken out again the fourth book of his epic, and was revising it by 
adding the immortal line: ‘An ever fickle and inconstant thing is 
woman.” 

‘¢ Why, my dear,” protested Mrs. Vergil, ‘*where can you pick up 
such absurd notions about our sex?” 

Edward Williston. 





IT COULD BE DONE. NO 


AMBITIOUS ACTOR. —I have been studying 
the role of Hamlet for three years. Do you 
know any way I can get my impersonation of 
the character before the public? 

MANAGER (looking him over).— Yes; buy a 


theatre. 
be out of easy reach. 
SHE. — And so you married me for my 
money ? 
Hk.— Not entirely, my dear. That was 


merely an extenuating circumstance. you so.” 


NEWS TO HER. 


FIDDLEBACK. — When Miss Twilling comes 
in, will you tell her that I called? 
BUTLER. — Sure, sir, she knows it already. 


WHEN THE unexpected happens we expect to 
hear a number of people say: ‘I told 


DIRECTIONS. 


HeE.—I am afraid if I mail you my photograph 
it might be injured in the mails. 

SHE.— Why not send it in a pasteboard box? 
You can get nice ones at a confectioner’s. 


OvR GoOoD opinion of ourselves sometimes 
suffers a backset, but not far enough to 


WE COULD forgive the man who knows it all 
if he would n’t insist on telling it all. 


ACCORDING TO some people’s views, it is n’t 
the coat that makes the man; it’s the 
coat of arms. 

















PUCK. 

























UP-TO-DATE. 


WAS THE night before Christmas 
And all through the house, 
Not a creature was sleeping, 
Not even a mouse. 
In the annals of Christmastide 
This was the worst, — 
At two in the morning 
The water-pipes burst! 
Ww. 0. P. 


NOT CALLS TO SLUMBER. 
SMYTHE.— Dr. Fourthly showed yesterday that sleep is 


the simile of death. 
TOMPKINS.—H-m! What deduction did he draw from 


that? 

SMYTHE. — He told his congregation that he wanted 
them to understand that all his sermons were n’t funeral 
discourses. 
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IT WAS PAID. 
ALKALI IKE (¢o Eastern TOuRIST at the Gouged-Eye 

Hotel).— Say, Pard, would you mind payin’ this here check 

for me? ; 

HER TRIUMPH. 

DGLLY Swirt.—I wonder why Gladys Manhunter in- 
sisted on having the decorations at her wedding consist 
wholly of palms? 

SALLY Gay.— Palms are a sign of victory, dear. 


NOT REPEATED OFTEN. 
Mrs. MARQUETTE.— That goose [ got from you last 
Christmas was a very poor one. 
MR. TIPSCALES (consolingly ).—Well, Ma’am; Christ- 
mas comes but once a year, you know. 
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THE IMMEDIATE FUTURE PROVIDED FOR. COMPLIMENTARY. 
PATER.— So you think you can support my daughter ? Mrs. VON BLUMER.—What a beautiful crest you have! 
Su1ToR.—I guess so. You have so many friends that the sale of the MRs. HILLBER.— Do you think so? : 
duplicate wedding presents should keep us going for a year or so, to Mrs. VON BLUMER. — Oh, yes! You always did have such good 
start with. taste. 
NOT AFRAID. [T 1S a little singular that the women who most closely imitate man have 
Dick HICKs (watching the orchestra).— Those musicians don’t care the poorest opinion of him. 
anything about the director. . 
Mrs. Hicks.— How do you know? PERHAPS IT was as well for J#/iet that she did not live to insist that it 
Dick Hicks.— The more he shakes that stick at ’em, the harder was the lark and not the nightingale that heralded Romeo’s discovery 
they fiddle. of the key-hole. 


THE PROGRESSIVE ART POSTER. 
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HE LITTLE lonely hamlet of Kartland Corners lay desolate, besieged by 
Winter. In the flushed waning of an afternoon some gregariously- 
inclined villagers and dwellers by the four roads running drear away had 
gathered in the hamlet’s post-office where they talked, and, having thawed 
out, told stories. 

Old Larkins sat quietly listening — unostentatiously listening. With- 
out were cold and loneliness; within were warmth and company: with a 
sense of well-being the meeting turned the talk upon Integrity and Feats 
of Sublime Honor. Except the subjects of Matchless Courage and Om- 
niscient Intelligence there is no subject save Honesty on which all men 
can meet on high and equal terms, and presently Old Larkins was listen- 
ing to his companions who told tales of honesty and honest men in a 
rivalry of falsehood. 

There was to the company an especial relish in these stories of 
honesty because they were told in the hearing of Old Larkins — because, 
moreover, they were told directly a¢ Old Larkins; for Old Larkins was 
known as an open and flagrant liar, and his presence gave to the stories 
a season of contrast and a fillip of impudence quite eager and inspiring. 
Besides, it began to be thought that Old Larkins found himself outdone 
and silenced by the growing marvellousness of the narratives. 

But Old Larkins showed no sign of uneasiness either at the open re- 
flections on his reputation or at the unsurpassable extravagance of the 
stories. On the contrary he showed on his gray old face only pleasure 
and _ satisfaction. When _ his 
companions looked to see him 
ashamed and confounded they 
only saw their single- handed 
victim joining quite simply in 
the approbation of feats of 
truthfulness. It was beautiful 
to see Old Larkins’s quiet joy 
in virtue; it was flattering to 
the story-tellers, as they related 
prodigies of honor, to see the 
old man’s simple wonder. 

With this joy and this won- 
der Old Larkins seemed all 
occupied and engrossed, and 
yet —and this was always the 
way with Old Larkins —when 
the tales had risen above mor- 
tal pitch, and silence followed 
as if virtuous history had, like 
the lark, soared away to inaudi- 
ble heights, a look of thought- 
fulness and reminiscence stole 
upon his face, and he said 
calmly : 

‘¢Pt-tu! Honesty’s a thing 
’t I s’pose I’ve studied more’n 
most people, but if [ am ruther 
more partic’lar about truthful- 
ness ’n other men, I don’t 
claim no partic’lar credit fer it. 
Petal” 

The audacious company sat 
overwhelmed at this audacity. 

‘«Becus with me,” continued 
Old Larkins, ‘‘it ’s— pt-tu— 
allus been a kind o’ hobby. 

«¢When I was a boy I lived 
in the country. Though a city 
man till I came here to Hart- 
land Corners — temporally —I was country-raised. I rode horse to plow 
corn, and hoed potatos and grew to manhood. What 1’d do when I was 
a man I had no more idee than a lout. My step-farther often said to me 
to be honest. ‘You be honest,’ he says, — pt-tu —and you ’Il come to 
suthin’.’ At first that seemed to me pretty dim talk; just like when step- 
farther ’d talk about my gettin’ an education and how valuable it ’d be to 
me. I’d thinksi, ‘what’s the use? I can’t git the learnin’ the teachers’ 
got: that stan’s to reason; and if what I can git is so valuable why ain’t 
the teachers usin’ all their learnin’ to some better purpose ’n learnin’ half 
on it to me?’ But I kep’ gettin’ older, and arter awhile I see that a man 
must git education to keep from bein’ skinned by them that did git it, and 
I harkef'ed more to my step-farther. An’ he kep’ sayin’, ‘ You be honest; 
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it “ll be the jewel in your crown,’ he says. Pt-tu! He was a poetic talker, 
‘An’ you ’ll come to suthin’,’ he says. So fin’ly I says to step-farther,— 
it was in my fifteenth year,—‘Step-farther,’ 1 says, ‘I’m goin’ to be an 
honest man.’ 

‘¢¢Rightly resolved,’ he says; ‘you ’ll come to suthin’.’ 

‘¢¢ About when?’ says I. . 

«¢¢Sooner ’n you think,’ he says. 

‘‘He spoke so confidentially that I resolved to begin bein’ honest 
right away, and lose no time. Well, gentlemen, when you ’ve made up 
your mind to be honest, you ’ve no idee (if you never tried it) how long 
you hev to wait for a chance. I was nearly heart-sick before I got a 
chance to come out. I’d read about the honest people they had been, 
and it made me just green with envy the chances they got. I wished I 
could find some money or some diamonds or be trusted with a million 
dollars. I did -— pt-tu— find $2,400, and returned it, but that seemed 
small.” 

‘‘Who’d been droppin’ $2,400 round there in the country?” asked 
the surly blacksmith, pointedly. 

‘It w-s quite a bunch o’ money fer the country. I — pt-tu — found 
it on the railroad tract where it had been dropped outen a pay car. I 
returned it, and received the personal thanks of the chief paymaster, E. 
H. Benedick— Benedick with a ‘k’. Arter that I found $15,000, all 
wrapped up. It come from a bank that hed been looted about ten miles 
away. 

‘¢Ez soon as I got this taste 
o’ honesty, I found I liked it 
and I took to it like a cat would 
to water. I made up my mind 
I ’d be the honestest man in the 
world. That seems like a big 
ambition, but I knew I could 
do it, becus it come natural. I 
started to study and think, I 
was glad to be honest in the 
old ways, but if they was ary 
new way that could be thought 
up I wanted to know it. Pt-tu! 
But to show you one new thing 
to be honest in: I was consider- 
able of a boxer in them days— 
that was arter I lived in the city 
and was doin’ a big business.” 

‘‘What business was you 
in?” asked the blacksmith. 

‘“‘This man Benedick had 
taken me into town, and I had 
gradually worked up till I was 
president of the railroad. I 
was workin’ hard, fer we was 
buckin’ Gould at the time, and 
I had taken to boxin’ fer exer- 
cise. I put the gloves on one 
day, and the man that I hired 
to box with me — name of 
Heenan — that I generally just 
simply played with, he walks in, 
and — pt-tu — comes mighty 
nigh gettin’ the best on me, 
‘Wi, what you thinkin’ about?’ 
he says; ‘I can parry you every 
clip; wi don’t you feint?’, ¢ Be- 
cus,’ I says, ‘feintin’ is actin’ a 
ne,’ 

‘Il kep’ studyin’ ’bout honesty and fin’ly it come to me, and I see two 
or three ways that everybody was dishonest. Makin’ a hobby o’ honesty, 
and tryin’ to beat the world at it, 0’ course this tickled me, I noticed that 
ary man, make no difference who, if he was tellin’ anythin’ to his discredit 
would make it show up pretty good. An’I noticed partic’larly that ary 
man tellin’ of a row with another man, was allus in the right. If a man 
was givin’ an account of a dispute, he hed the best on it; if they was any 
reparty passed it was his’n; and if there was any blackguardin’ to be told 
on, the man tellin’ on it was the only one thet hed twitted the other about 
any well-known scandals in common circulation about both on’em. I says 
to myself, ‘If this way o’ talkin ’s all right, all right; but — pt-tu — if 
they ’s ary deceit inty it ary place I want to know it so’s to avoid it. Is 
they or is they?’ I says. ‘Ain’t it a fact thet in pretty much every row 


























’ PUCK. 


one man meets a Waterloo? Yes,’ I says. ‘Then ain’t that man puttin’ 
a sort o’ fraud on history to go to erectin’ a Bunker Hill Monument onto 
the field? Ain’t he doin’ a moral wrong and an unjustifiable thing, and, 
in fact, makin’ a consummate liar of himself? Of course he is,’ I says. 

«¢To me this was a great discovery. I don’t know when I was so 
tickled. Pt-tu!” 

«¢ «Now,’ I says to myself, as happy as a lark, ‘as soon as ary man 
cives me better ’n I send, or as 
soon as anything happens to my 
discredit, I’ll tell it out straight as 
a string; I will, by Jox!’ An’l 
meant to do it. Wi, I looked ahead 
to tellin’ somethin’ on myself as 
pleased as a child. 

‘¢Well, time run along, and 
run along — pt-tu — and nothin’ 
happened — not a thing. That 
was hard. It was an awful dis- 


























says to me, and I imitates the insultin’ voice he used: ‘Don’t talk o’ what 
I know o’ you. I know plenty o’ things of you. I know you ’re a profes- 
sional railroad wrecker, an’ ’t you ’ve been blackballed in ev’ry club in New 
York.’ ‘An’ ev’ry word of it true,’ I says to the directors; fer that’s the 
way men speak of the charges they make against other men, and I was 
bound to put it all in. 
«¢¢Oh, well, never mind,’ I says to the directors I says to Vanderocks, 
and I represented myself as cower- 
iP in’ before him. ‘I was shakin’ in 
fo my shoes,’ I says. 
A «¢*No, you need n’t try to beg 
off,’ I says he says: ‘you begun 
this thing, and I ’ll see that you 
git enough of it.’ 

‘«*Pttu! If you could ’a’ seen 
my directors sittin’ there with their 
jaws dropped while I was tellin’ 
‘bout me bein’ blackballed and 
losin’ my nerve. I ’ll bet it was as 








apintment. My mind kep’ dwel- 





lin’ onto it, an’ I got all run down. 
Thet and the heavy work thet was 
comin’ on me as president of two 
or three railroads, and bank presi- 
dent and different things, was too 
much fer me. Id feel kinder gid- 
dy. 1 ’d — pt-tu — break out and 
say to my ’sociates in the direct- 
‘J don’t know nothin’ to 
my discredit; but don’t you?’ 





ories, 


good as a play. But 1 was serious 
enough. I thought I hed some- 
thin’ discr-ditable to tell on myself. 
‘*¢T tried to apologize to him,’ 
1 says to the directors, ‘but he 
would n’t hev it. He can stand 
most anythin’,’ I says, ‘but there 
’s somethin’ so condemned mean 
about me he can’t stand it.’ 
‘«<sYou need n’t apologize,’ I 














-No,’ they ’d say; ‘they ain’t 
nothin’. But I would n’t ev it 
thet way; fer I was tryin’ to be 
the most originally honest man in 
the world; I was all cocked and 


says he says: ‘it’s too late. You 
*ve got the wrong pig by the ear, 
you condemned knave,’ I says he 
says. And 1 says: ‘He started in 
and called me everythin’ he could 





primed for it, and there I was get- 
tin’ no chance to appear any bet- 


lay his tongue to, and he was n’t 
over-particular ’bout what it was, 








ter ’n ary ordinary consummate 
liar. I looked around and tried 
to find something that reflected 
on me some way, so that I could 
tell on it. 

‘*Pt-tu! I hed been tryin’ to 
collect rent from a railroad fer 
about a thousand miles o’ mileage 
that we was rentin’ to ’em; an’ one 
day I started in to give my direc- 
tors a report o’ progress. I s’pose 
it was one o’ my giddy speils; any- 
way my part in the business seem- 
ed to come to me as not overly 
creditable. I felt terrible bad about it. I see then thet it was n’t so pleas- 
ant a thing fer 2 man to tell anythin’ on himself. Pt-tu! 

‘«¢ ¢ How hez your negotiations progressed in collectin’ rent, Mr. Presi- 
dent Larkins?’ the Vice-President ast me, formerly. 

‘‘Fer a secon’ I hesitated, I could n’t help it; then I says, ‘ Wi, 
dum bad!’ 

‘*Pt-tu! I s’pose they was never a more s’prised lot of directors than 
them fellers when they heard me; but I hed resolved not to spare myself 
one ioty. ‘I went to see Mr. Vanderocks,’ I says to the directors, ‘and I 
sez to him: ‘there seems to be some trouble about the rent.’ 

‘¢« The road is out o’ shape,’ he says, ‘and we don’t pay rent till it ’s 
fixed.’ 

‘«¢T know all about the road,’ I says to the directors I says to Van- 
derocks, puttin’ on a pretense o’ boldness, I says. 

‘** Then you know,’ I says Vanderocks says, ‘that you hed n’t ought 
to hev any rent till it ’s fixed?’ 

‘*««No, I don’t know it,’ I says to the directors I says to Van. 

**¢You do know it,’ he says; ‘you know it dum well.’ 

‘<< But,’ I says, pretty weak — 

‘**«« You but me no buts,’ I says to the directors Van says to me; ‘I’m 
tired o’ flearin’ you talk,’ I says he says. 

‘-T might ’a’ see then,’ I says to the directors, ‘thet I hed n’t the 
nerve to handle him, but I blundered along’ I says, ‘an’ I says to Vande- 
rocks, Wi, you know enough o’ me to know t’ I would n’t ask fer anythin’ 
not our due,’ 

‘**¢Don’t talk o’ what I know about you,’ I says to the directors he 





neither.’ 

‘¢«Did — did you stand it?’ one 
of my directors kinder gasped out. 

‘¢sDid I?’ I says. ‘You bet, I 
stood it. I alius was a condemned 
coward if a man would stand right 
up to me. I tried to back water. 
I wan’t tryin’ to collect rent any 
more. I was tryin’ to get away 
with a whole skin. ‘It’s all a mis- 
take,’ I says. ‘ 

‘¢¢Whose mistake,’ he says; 
and I bawled it out to show how 
he says it to me. 

‘¢« That settled it,’ I says to the directors. ‘When he says, Whose 
mistake, I was so scart I says Oh! yours, yours, and he jumped for me. 
Before he could control himself he had knocked me down three times. 
Then he took me up bodily and threw me downstairs. And gentlemen,’ 
I says to the directors, in conclusion, ‘you bet I don’t go drivellin’ ’round 
Vanderocks any more. 1I1’Ill never show my ugly face in his office again, 
fer I ain’t man enough.’ 

‘Well, well! Pt-tu! I s’pose when I got to talkin’ as wild as thet 
*bout a man whippin’ on me, and my bein’ afraid o’ him, the suspicions of 
my directors was verified. They took me home in a hired hack, and I 
found t’ I was in a ragin’ fever. Then they looked around to see what they 
was in my story. Come to find out I hed collected the rent, ’bout a mil- 
lion dollars odd, an’ hed it in my pocket all the time. They ed been a 
little scrap between me and Vanderocks, who was a big two-fisted man, but 
come to git at the rights of it I hed givin him one o’ the prettiest thump- 
in’s a man ever got. He was a-bed a month, but he got well before | did. 
‘I appreciate,’ says my doctor, ‘the high and noble ambition thet brought 
you to this, but you hev carried integritty too far. You must quit busi- 
ness,’ 

«¢¢Pshaw,’ I says; ‘I must ’tend to my railroads; I’m all right.’ 

‘¢« No,’ he says — pt-tu — ‘no; you drop your railroadin’ and your 
high-class honesty and you git right out to some small country village 
where they know nothin’ and care less ’bout neither one on ’em. Leave 
vour houses and lands,’ he says, ‘and your networks of railroads, and you 
git right out and live common and kinder vegetate in the country.’ So, 
fer the present I’m here — temporally — at Hartland Corners. 

Williston Fish. 
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BEARDING THE COON IN ITS DEN. 
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Old Uncle Abner after a coon, : 
Winter afternoon — going to get him soon, 
Whistles a tune. 


Old Uncle Abner stoops down to see 
Where that coon can be — up the hollow tree — 
Towser ’s trenzied —Whee ! 
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Cld Uncle Abner starts for to swear. 
Towser sees hair — grabs hold of it there. 
The coon shakes the pair. 


Old Uncle Abner looks like a freak — 
Just swears a streak — Towser is meek. 
Whiskers gone, coon gone, chance saved the weak ! 





THIS ACCOUNTS FOR IT. 


GIRL FROM the city of learning and beans 
Always cool and collected you ’ll find ; 
We think it ’s because as each Christmas draws 
round 
Her friends give her presents of mind. 


‘ 


NOT THAT KIND. 
COCHIN-CHINA ROOSTER. — What sort 
of a dog is that new one I see around the barn 
yard? 


LEGHORN ROOSTER.— I hear he is a setter. PS oF 
COCHIN-CHINA ROOSTER (contemptuously ).— Pish! El 


A setter? I'll bet him anything he wants that my wife 
can beat him, wings down, on a dozen eggs, and give him 
ten hours start! 


WAS HE AFRAID OF APPENDICITIS? 


«« Little Jack Horner sat in a corner 
Eating a Christmas pie; 
He put in his thumb and pulled out a plum,” 


And the question arises — why ? 
W. O. P. 


[F you don’t know when you are well off, you are pretty sure to find 
out afterward. 


Don’r REGARD a man as dull because he does n’t talk when he has 
nothing to say; he may be eccentric. 


|F WE all said just what we think of our Christmas présents the militia 
‘would have to be called out to keep the peace. 
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REMORSE. 
FIRST TRAIN ROBBER.—I wish I had never gone into this business. 
SECOND TRAIN ROBBER.—There is n't much in it, is there ? 
First TRAIN ROBBER.— No; and to think that I once had a chance to keep 
a railway restaurant! 

















USEFUL, 
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Miss Dewprop.—I doa’n’ see why yo’ allers brings dat flat-footed Cy Trotter 
wid yo’ to all de balls an’ pawties. 

Miss Exiza Berry.— Doan’t yo’? Well, I do, I guess; and I knows mah busi- 
ness, too! Jest yo’ wait till suppah is served. 








IF NOT ORNAMENTAL. 
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Miss Exiza Berry.— Am yo’ tired, Mistah Trotter? 


Mr. Trorrer.— Not a bit! Anything t’ please de ladies, is my motto. 
y sty ’ y 





OUT OF 


TRANSLATION OF A PAPYRUS SCROLL 
THE RUINS OF AN ANCIENTS CITY IN 


THE EAST. 


RECENTLY EXHUMED 
ASIA MINOR. 


FROM 


|* THE days of Ahmed-at-Lauk, when Somerhan was still his chosen city, 
there was a sign posted upon a certain bazaar near unto the city gate, 
which read: 














One morning it chanced that a beautiful young bride should read this 
inscription and become so impressed as to enter the bazaar. As soon as 
her eyes had grown accustomed to the dim light, she beheld an old, white- 
haired man seated upon a bench, intently perusing a huge antique volume. 
The room itself was almost entirely filled with 
jars and bundles of curious appearance, and pile 
upon pile of learned-looking books. 

Upon hearing her voice he looked up, and in 
kindly tones asked the purport of her visit. She 
answered, saying’: 

‘“¢ Know, O Fountain of Wisdom! that my 
name is Fatima, and I am the daughter of the 
Sultan’s foster brother! ’T is not yet a moon’s 
cycle since I was married to young Hasti Tem- 
peer, the Caliph’s son; and yet my poor heart 
is well nigh to breaking. At our early meal to- 
day he complained that my oaten cake was not 
like unto that which his mother used to put upon 
his lap when at home. Now, revered sir, thou 
must know that I have attended a whole term of 
the great Kno-it-all’s cooking class, and have 
been acknowledged by all to be the one who ac- 
quires the oaten cake.” [We have here an evi- 
dence of the use of slang by the ancients — Ep. ] 

‘¢And, moreover, his mother has always said 
that she never could bake to suit her boys. And 
so I said unto him —and more. But it availed 
not to stay his wrath. The more I requested him 
to listen to my words, the more angry he became. 
And when he left the house some few hours since, 
he called back that he might not be home until 











late this evening, by reason of his being requested to undertake the intro- 
duction of a new member into their secret society. Now, tell me, O Worthy 
Father! in accordance with the promise that thy sign holds forth, how to 
cure a scolding husband; and seven lakels of silver and a piece of rich 
cloth of camel shall be thy fee.” 

The old man smiled as he listened to her complaint, but answered 
gently: ‘*Good daughter, my medicine and my learning are beyond price. 
I sell not and neither do | hire, and yet thou shalt surely have what thou 
requirest of me.” 

So saying he arose, and, filling a small vial from an ancient vase con- 
taining a dark-colored liquid, handed it to her with the following words: 

‘¢Good daughter, whenever thy husband shall show signs of wrath, 
do thou take a mouthful of the contents of this bottle —and do not, upon 
any consideration, attempt to swallow tt for at least five minutes.” 

Waving his hand in token of dismissal, and shaking his head vio- 
lently to the proffered gifts of Fatima, the old sage once more turned to 
the leaves of his huge book. 

Some might have neglected the prescription, but Fatima was too 
much in earnest to do so. She followed the learnéd man’s directions, and 
found that the result was eminently satisfactory. 

And, yet, the 
bottle contained no- 
thing but a weak so- 
lution of coffee. 













Percie W. Hart. 
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A SUBURBAN 


_— IN the Spring we take the spade and to the garden hie 
To dig it up and have it fixed for planting, by-and-by, 
It's certainly vexatious to discover that the soil 
To whose proper preparation we 've devoted hours of toil, 
Is nourishing Brown's apple trees that grow close by the fence, 
For, digging down, we strike their roots, and then our wrath 's intense ; 
They ramify for rods around, impoverishing the land 
Which, hoping for a spiendid crop, we ‘ve spaded up by hand. 


But after all we hate a row, and so we let it go, 

And when September comes it seems 't was really better so; 

For Brown says: ‘‘ Look here, Robinson, these apples are immense; 
You want to gather every one that hangs your side the fence, 

And if that’s not enough come round and get some over here,” 


INCIDENT. 


Oh, then our anger bubbles, and we swear we ‘Il cut ‘em through 
Close to the line between the lots, and Brown can lump it, too! 

We 'll poison ‘em or burn 'em, but we'll spoil ‘em, anyhow ; 
Moreover we wiil not delay but go and do it xow. 

But by this time we 're heated, so we wait to get cooled down 

Before we tackle it, and then who comes along but Brown 7 
And asks about our planting in a neighbor's friendly way, 

And we keep mum and put it off until another day. 





Whereat we thank him and recall the time we came so near 
To killing off the trees whereon the fruit now hangs so thick, 
And then we quietly sneak away and give ourselves a kick. 


‘ 


Frank Roe Batchelder. 





“HE LAUGHS BEST WHO LAUGHS LAST.” 
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Mr. SMartey.—Well, well, well! Just look at that old duck 
with that big umbrella raised when there is n’t the least sign of 
rain. What fools some people are! 














(But just then a local storm came up, and the open 
umbrella was justified.) 

















PUCK. 


A FAIR PRETENDER. 


SaOULDST PAUSE beneath the mistletoe 

And look as though thou didst not know 
That over thee is Love’s green bough? 
Ah! fairest maid, no actress thou! 

Thy merry eye, thy flushing cheek, 

Thy smiling lips, thy secret speak. 





BUT QUITE SATISFACTORY. 

His WIFE.— Johnny asked me to-day if anybody had ever seen 
Santa Claus. 

THE LAWYER.— Did you explain that the evidence in the case is 
entirely circumstantial ? 

OCCUPIED. 

GILES.— What does Smere do with himself? 

MERRITT,— Why, it takes him about half his time to fix himself wd 
to look like an artist. 


THE SUBURBANITE’S CHRISTMAS. 


SHE.— I wonder what Santa Claus will bring ws ? 
HrE.— I[ wish he ’d bring us a customer for this place as.green as I 
was when I bought it. 
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AN ALTERNATIVE. 


HE.—If you have n't anything to wear, I suppose we 
must stay at home. 
SHE.— Not at all!—I ‘ll get something to wear. 


HIS IDEA. 


SHE.— We must get the cook something for Christmas. 
HE.—- Yes; I ’d like to get her another situation. 


CONCURRENT OPINIONS. 


He:—I feel humble, dearest, when I appreciate that you have 


Se owed upon me your priceless love. I, who am just like other men. 
‘iow did you come to single me out for such a grand distinction ? 
SHE.— That ’s what puzzles me. 


. THE world are players, but most of them are behind the game. 


\ NANIAS WAS the original ‘prominent man who did not care to have 
his name mentioned.” 


~VEN IF you think that what is to be will be, there is no harm in 
trying to make it what it ought to be. 





COPYRIGHT, 1896, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 


A CALAMITY. 


ISAACHEIMER.—I hear dot Rosenthal is very despondend over 
his failure in pizness. 

COHENSTEIN.— How could dot be? 

ISAACHEIMER.— Vell, 


der greditors haf grabbed some of der 


assets. 
ANYTHING TO PLEASE HIM. 
Mrs. YOUNGISH.— Oh! Bob, what shall I do? 
because I won’t let him pull all the fur off my new muff. 
Mr. YOUNGISH.— Well — that ’s all right, — give him the cat. 


Baby is crying 


\ ANN iin ) - 
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WITH THE IMMORTALS. 


BEN JONSON.— Was Hanmilet’s insanity real or feigned ? 


SHAKSPERE.—I would n't undertake to say. The critics 


have completely unsettled my views on that subject. 
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TAKEN INTO THE FAMILY. 


ALGERNON GOTROX.—Mrs. Jones, I love your daughter devotedly! I have an ample income, a city 
residence on Riverside Drive, a country place at Lenox, a steam yacht, a racing stable, a ranch Out 
West, a— 


Wipow JONES (flustered, but happy).— Say no more, Mr. Gotrox—we are yours! —take us and 
be happy! 
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WITH THEIR JACKETS ON. 
Mrs. WINTERBLOOM (at her Christmas dinner ).— What ’s the nut- 
=. cracker for, Bridget ? 


THE NEW GIRL.— Sure, Ma’am, that ’s to crack the chistnuts you 
towld me to shtuff the turkey wid. 










THE UNPLEASANT PART. 


‘Fate has indeed dealt hard with you, Dea- 

con, in taking your beloved companions 

,/ from you one by one,” sympathetically 

said the washing-machine agent who 
visited the village once or twice a year. 
‘¢It is sad to think that you have lost 
four wives, and now the fifth is lying at 
the point of death.” 

‘©Ah, yes!” replied Deacon Flint, 
hoarsely. ‘An’ it ’s so dretful costly, 
too! You don’t know the expense I 

have been to for funerals and courtships 
during the past ten years.” 


THIS 15 
My 


Busy DAY 


AFFLICTION SORE. 


SHE.— Has n’t Mrs. Brown a terrible cold? 
HE.— Yes, indeed! She ’s so hoarse she can’t talk about it. 


THE IMPORTANT PART. 


‘¢ They say Van Dabble’s wife helps him sell his pictures.” 
a ‘sShe does. She selects the frames.” 
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AGREED. NOT FORGOTTEN. 
‘“ BuSINESS MAN.— See here! life is short — Dusty RHODES.— Were n’t you ever taught to remember the poor. 
AGENT.— Exactly! Have it insured. BRACE.— You ’d better sneak; I remember you only too well! 

















DRAMATIS PERSON 


( A BICYCLE GIRL. 
“(THE DRAGON FROM THE OPERA ‘ SIEGFRIED.” 


SCENE. — Autumn forest, with brook in background. 


GIRL (reclining on a leafy knoll).— The woods are ablaze and | ’m 
in the very heart of the fire! Brunhilde never had such a wall of flame 
about her as those oaks make, nor such a bed of coals under her as these 
strawberry vines; the very brook is dotted with fire-flecks. I wonder how 
she liked it? Rather jolly when Siegfried arrived! I wish he ’d come 
now. How the leaves rustle! When I half shut my eyes, I can fancy I 
am at the opera with Jack, listening to those wood sounds, rippling water, 
rustling leaves, twittering birds, and even the rumble of that absurd old 
dragon’s roar. (A rumble is heard near at hand.) Why, what was that? 
(Starts up and looks around. ) 

[Enter METROPOLITAN DRAGON jrvom right, with a rush, and tilting 
much to one side.) 

DRAGON (hushily, and leaning against a tree).—1s there anybody 


here? I can’t see very well; my side-lights have gone out. 
GIRL.— Hail, Fafner! Welcome to the woods! 


DRAGON (groaning ).— Woods, woods, woods! Nothing but woods 
ever since | made my escape. I ’ve had enough of woods! 

GIRL (sympathetically ).— Why, you poor old thing! (stroking his 
head) what ’s the matter? 

DRAGON. — Matter? Everything ’s the matter! There ’s no oil for 
your eyes, no glue when you tear your shins on the blackberry bushes, 
no steam-heating on your insides of a cold night, no grease on your 
rollers, no go anywhere. Bah! Woods! Give me the cloth and paper 
scenery. Look at the opera house; there ’s woods for you! Trees? My! 
big as five of these, and not so confounded humpy and rounded. Ground? 
There ’s ground for you! where a fellow can go straight and not all of a 
heap like this. 

GIRL.— There, there! don’t be discouraged; just rest a little while. 
{ have something that ’ll make you feel better. (Disappears at left for an 
instant, then comes back with bicycle kit.) There; (setting him straight) 
there ’s oil for your eyes. (l/s lamps in eyes, and then lights them.) 
Is that better? (Puts graphite on rollers.) But why do you keep yawning 
so? You almost frighten me. 

DRAGON. — Well, you see, I saw a live monster with horns in the 
pasture back there, and it came too near. I suppose I was frightened 
and opened my jaws too wide; I have n’t been able to shut them properly 
since; a little graphite now, or oil—oh! thank you! that’s awfully kind, 
— my teeth were getting so chilly. 

GIRL (continuing to lubricate jaws and other Joints ).— So you don’t 
like the real woods? 

DRAGON. Like them! I’ve been trying to get out of them ever 
since I got into them, but I lost my way, and, now, I don’t know where I 
am. I/’d rather ride a Fifth Avenue stage any day than go through this 
shaking-up again. I’d follow that brook down and go home by water if 
it was n’t for (looking around suspiciously ) — 

GIRL.—For what? You look worried. What’s the matter? 


’ 


DRAGON (in a hoarse whisper ).— Are there any of those waier-girls 
in that brook? You know, they make one awfully nervous, shrieking for 
their gold. /’m not going to give in. (S¢arts.) Did you hear that? 

GIRL.— No. What was it? Why, how you tremble! I can hear 
your framework clattering. 

DRAGON. — Did n’t you hear it? It was the That young 
scamp with the yellow hair and the bear skin has followed me. What 
shall I do? (Looks around for a place to hide.) 1 did think when I 
perilled my life on that fire-escape and humiliated myself to travel with 
the circus that I1’d got rid of Aim. 

GIRL. — You don’t suppose he has designs on you! 
the gold concealed about you? — Oh! pardon me, I did n’t mean any- 


horn. 


Do you carry 


thing; but if that was the ring on the last tooth of the lower jaw— Must 
you, really, be off? 

DRAGON. — 1 heard it again! (7urus to left and looks down in- 
cline. ) 


GIRL (aside ).—Why, it’s Jack, whistling, 

DRAGON.-—Just as 1 thought; he traced me by the bits of — of flesh 
I left clinging to those blackberry bushes. I must be off in a hurry. 
Thank you awfully, you know, for the oil! So glad you ride! /s there 
anything I can do for you? 

GIRL. — Ah! now you mention it, there is. I’ve always thought it 
must add greatly to one’s enjoyment of nature to understand the little 
birds, and to know what those cunning squirrels are saying when they 
chatter and whisk their tails at you so. (DRAGON has been slowly crawl- 
ing across the knoll and now looks down, left and back.) lt 
seem rather a bold request, but could you spare _ 

DRAGON. — Oh! I know what you want—a drop of my blood. I'd 
be delighted I’m sure if 1 had much to spare; but country life dries it up 
so —and then I’ve given a great deal to those bushes — 

GIRL. — Well, some other time perhaps — Oh! 
out of sight) Poor old fellow! He’s taken a double-header 
rock and is jolting fearfully from side to side, 

DRAGON’S VOICE (from other side of knoll). — ¥xcuse my abrupt 
departure; but I must lose no time in getting back. If you ’Il detain that 
savage creature a few moments you will add another to your favors, 
Thanks again for jollying me up!—It has given me an inspiration; 
(voice becomes more and more indistinct as distance increases) 1 ’m 
going back by water. How ’Il I do for a Sea-serpent? Ha, ha! See 
if I don’t take those barge men in. Ta-ta! 

GIRL (looking after him).— Too bad! 
spared me a bit of glue. 

(The Siegtried motive is whistled quite near.) 

GIRL (Joyfully ).-— Oh, there’s Jack! Quite time, too. 

Exit, running down knoll to right. 
MM. Macfarlan, 
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DR. CUPID’S CELEBRATED LOVE DRAUGHT. 


B 






1X donbons, sodas, oyster stews and flowers 

With sleigh-rides, and long, quiet Summer hours, 
Talks in a hammock, strolls beside the sea, 

Two dances, and five cups of steaming tea; 

Put in a dozen sighs, a stolen kiss, 

And add a host of loving words to this; 

Steep for awhile in moonlight, and then bring 

To a quick boil with one bright diamond ring. 


The whole with gentle courtesy impart, 
And you may win the coldest maiden’s heart. 


Ellis Parker Butler. 
PITY. 
First TRAMP.— Them Eyetalians has curious notions. 
SECOND TRAMP.— How? 
First TRAMP.— Look at that feller grindin’ the organ. I 
s’pose he thinks that ain’t work. 


THE STATUS. 
BROwN.— You can shave yourself, can’t you? 
Jones.— Well, [ do it; but I’m not quite prepared to say 
that I can. 


AN ARGUMENT. 
Mrs. CLOSEFIST.—I don’t believe you are blind; can you 


prove it? 
O’FAKE.—A man must be blind to come a-beggin’ to you. 


NEEDED. 
‘¢] wish I were a genius,” said Jones, as the elevator started 


downward. 
‘¢ What would you do?” 
‘¢] ’d invent some device for lowering these machines so that a man 
would n’t feel as if he was leaving his stomach on the top floor.” 


COULD RETIRE. 
CANVASSER.—- But this, sir, is an article which you can’t afford to be 


without. 
Business MAN.—I wish I could afford to buy one-tenth of the 


articles I «‘ can’t afford to be without.” 





PUCK. 
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UNPREPARED. 


AMATEUR SPORTSMAN. — Confound it! ‘There's the fifth rabbit 
to run across my path this morning, and I've got nothing but bird shot 
with me. 


A DEFINITION. 


‘¢What do you call a perfectly polished gentleman?” 
‘Oh! one who can be rubbed the wrong way without getting hot,” 





Here ends the show. 1 hope the time 
Has Joyful been with quip and rhyme. 
And I hope, too, you liked my cheer 

So well you "ll come again next year. 





Oleh me 

















‘‘Tornado-s hustle men very 
quickly out of their places, some- 
times. On the evening of the 
fearful tornado in May a barber 
was in the midst of his work. He 
had just covered the face of his 
customer with the rich, creamy 
lather of Williams’ famous Shav- 
ing Soap, and stepped to the other 
side of the room to strop his razor, 
When he returned, his man had 
disappeared, and a goat was ser- 
enely sitting in the chair.” 











Dele me 





* is the goat. Nota bit par- 
Cu rious ticular about his habits! 
Don’t care a rap what he 
eats, where he sleeps or how he looks. Devours tin cans, shingle-nails or hoop- [J 
skirts as readily as grass, without a thought of the consequences. 


If he were to have his long beard shaved off, he wouldn’t care whether a pure, mild soap were used, or one that would 
burn his beard out by the very roots, and make his face look and feel as if he had been stung by hornets. 








are like goats in this respect—careless. ‘‘ They are not going to bother themselves” to 

Some Men see whether the soap their barber uses is one of Zested J'urity and Established Reputa- 
tion like Williams’, or whether it is one of the strong, rank, ‘‘so-called,” cheap soaps, 

which smart and burn the face, and leave their poisonous impurities in the system. They see their folly when too late. 

may not hurt goats, but for a man it is szmply suicidal. 

Such Ca relessnes The man who once awakens to the terrible danger that lurks 
in these cheap, impure soaps, will steer mighty clear of them. 

The only safe way (whether you shave yourself or are shaved by a barber) is to absolutely insist upon WILLIAMS’ 


SOAP. The perfect purity and great superiority of Williams’ Soaps is universally acknowleged. For more than half 
a century they have been known the world over as the only Real Shaving Soaps. 








WILLIAMS’ SOAPS—in four principal forms—are sold by Dealers everywhere. 































































































LIQS LIQL Qenqe7 
SESE )aC5x¢ 
&83ke3 NINH 3X83 
PORE 262 202@| Williams’ Shaving Soap 
GOoGNr ——— Ee Barbers ) 
L ” s the kind your barber should use. 
i uxury Shaving Tablet,25c. “Genuine Yankee”’ Soap, 10c. It is also most excellent for toilet use. 
} Round—J ust fits the cup. Oldest and most famous } pe of it sold geasly ofaaiiee. 
i i , ’ shavi ; i cakes in a package -— c ° 
i Delightfully perfumed. Shaving Soap in the world. Williams’ Shaving Stick, 25c. Trial sampl = ——— — 
































NOTE—If dealer d h hese s Ss, 
ma naletoauey aitioatnaamemedanseoniot of price. Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Ct., U. S. A. & 64 Great Russell Street,W.C. 


All tour kinds sent for $1.00 in stamps or currency. 




























No. 

21. Very Young Man. Being Pucx’s Best Things 
About That Fresh and Frolicsome Citizen. 

22. Show Business. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Artistes and Fakirs. 

23. Best Girl. Being Puck’s Best Things About Other 
Fellows’ Sisters. 

24. On the Road. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
‘Travelers, ‘Vourists, and Their Tribulations. 


25. Out Doors. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Summer Sports. 
26. Fly-Time. Being Puck’s Best Thing s About The 


Torrid Term. 
27. All At Sea. Bemg Pucx’s Best Things About 
Fresh- Water Fairies and Sad Sea-Dogs. 
28. Snap-Shots. Being Puck’s Best ‘Things About Any 
Thing and Everything. 
29. ‘Round Town. Being Pucx’s Best Things About 
Those Who Go Up and Down in the Great Big Town. 
30. Fun at Zero. Being Puck's Best Things About 
Winter Sports. 

31. Household Happenings. Being Puck’s Best 
Things About The Fun and Fancy of Home Life. _ 
32. Job Lots. Being Puck’s Best Things About Busi- 

ness Busts and Booms. 
33. Freaks. Being Pucx’s Best Things About 
Fantastic Folks and Fads. 


AN ILLUSTRATED HUMOROUS MAGAZINE, PUBLISHED THE FIRST 


‘It is impossible,” says a contemporary, ‘“‘to get as much fun in any other way out of Ten Cents as you can out of Puck's LIBRARY.” 


Inasmuch as “good fun never grows old,” the BACK NUMBERS of PUCK’S LIBRARY are in demand at all times because they are never old. 


The following Numbers can always be obtained from your Newsdealer: 





No. 

67. Cash. Being Puck’s Best Things About Money 
Makers and Money Spenders. 

68. Lonelyville. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
The Place and The People. 

69. Rainbows. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Humanity’s Hallucinations. 

70. On the Rialto. Being Puck’s Best Things About 


No. 

58. Junk. Being Puck’s Best Things About Ali Sorts 
and Conditions of Men. 

59. Kinks. Being Puck’s Best Things About The 
Wooly Ethiop. 

60. Them Lit’ry Fellers. Beimg Puck’s Best Things 
About ‘I'he World of Pen and Pencil. 

61. Ninety in the Shade. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Hot Weather Happenings. ‘“‘Hams” and Hamlets. ‘ 
62. Notions. Being Pvck’s Best ‘Things About Al! 714. Steady Company. Being Pucx’s Best Things 

That ’s Quaint, Queer and Curious. About Keeping It : 
63. Zoo. Being Puck’s Best Things About Unnatural 72. ~_- — Puck’s Best Things About Feed 
and Feeders. 


History. 
64. Fall Pippins. Being Puck’s Best Things For All 73. Cracked Ice. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
The Year Round. The Sweltering Season. 


74. In-Doors. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Family Failings. 
15. Gadding. Being Puck’s Best Things About The 


65. Biddy. Being Puck’s Best Things About Our 
Kitchen Aristocracy. 
66. Snowballs. Being Puck’s Best Things About 














34. Ups and Downs. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Life, Luck and Lucre. - 

35. Profesh. Being Puck’s Best Things About In- 
tellectual Individuals and Their Idiosyncrasies. 

36. Darktown Doings. Being Puck’s Best 
‘Things About Afro (and other)-Americans. 

37. Kids. Being Puck’s Best ‘Things About 
‘The Junior Generation. 

38. Bunco. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Crooks and Uprights. , 
39. Human Natur’. Being Puck’s Best Things 

About ‘That Curious Customer, Man. 
40. Dumb Critters. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About ‘The Humorous Side of Animal Life. , 
41. Just Landed. Being Puck’s Best Things 


PUCK’S CHRISTMAS CARD. 
=es 








Mie terre Barking, 


Aeorc/oscce 
Me. Beta Downe 





42. Chow Chow. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About This and That. 

43. Cold Days. Being Pucx’s Best Things 
About Chilly Chunks of Frosty Fate. 

44. Dollars and Cents. Being Puck’s Best § 
Things About The Scramble tor Scads. 

45. All in the Family. Being Puck’s Best 
Things About Our Happy Households. 

46. Togs. Being Puck’s Best ‘Things About 
Rags, Tags and Velvet Gowns. 

47. Here and There. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Happenings in Both Places. 

48. Across the Ranch. Being Puck’s Best 
‘Things About The World on Wheels. 

49. Fads and Fancies. Being Pucx’s Best 
Things About Various Vanities. 

50. Spoons. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Moony Mortals. , 

51. Whiskers. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Our Country Cousins. 

52. Fresh. Being Puck’s Best Things About The 
Unsalted Generation. 

53. Tips. Being Puck’s Best Things About Some 
Mighty Interesting Matters. 

54. Emeralds. Being Puck’s Best Things About Sons 
of the Ould Sod. 

55. Young ‘Uns. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
The Kid in Various Stages of Development. 

56. Patchwork. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
One Thing and Another. ‘ 
57. Cranks. Being Puck’s Best Things About Peculiar 

People. 


About Folks from Faraway. 










CLEAR AND ; 
IN A REVELRY 50. 2, 
"HAT MAKES BETTER FRIENDS OF ‘You AND ME. x 
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AMONG “HE “HiinGcs 
AAT XMAS BRINGS 
WHAT 1S BETTER Tian LAUGHTER ‘RAT RINGS 








Many of our friends have, no doubt, often thought of a year's subscription to PUCK as 


A Suitable Christmas Present, 


but have refrained from giving it, owing to the difficulty of making the presentation. 
The usual plan has been to present a receipted bill from the publishers; but as this is 
like putting the price-mark on a present, that plan has never been popular. It remained 
for PUCK to overcome this difficulty. If you desire to present a Subscription to PUCK 
to anybody, send us Five Dollars, and his (or her) name and address, which will be 
entered in our Subscription book for one year, and receive from us by return of mail a 
Card designed by C. J. TAYLOR, of which this sketch gives the design in outline. 
This card, printed in five colors and gold, is truly a work of art, worthy of a 


MONDAY OF EACH MONTH. 





No. 

76. Happy Family. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Animal Antics. 

771. Youngsters. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
The Juvenile Jumble. 

78. Sleigh-Bells. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Winter Wrinkles. 

79. Weary Raggles. Being Pucx’s Best Things A bout 
The Man from Nowhere. 

7. — Being Puck’s Best Things About !’addy 


olks. 
81. Hodge-Podge. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Things and Thingumbobs. 
82. Spring Sprouts. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Garden and other Truck. 
83. On the Go. Being Puck’s Best Things Abou: The 
Summer Stampede. 
84. Mugs. Being Puck’s Best Things About Farcical 
Features. 
85. Lonesomehurst. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Suburban Weal and Woe. 
86. In the Swim. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
The People ‘ In It.” 
87. Chumps. Being Puck’s Best Things About The 
Farcical Featherweight. 
88. Ink Slingers. Being Pucx’s Best J hings 
About The Men Who Know It All. 
89. Jumbles. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
, a Much Mixed Multitude. 
90. Holly Berries. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Holiday Happenings. 
91. Flim Flams. Being Puck’s Best ‘Things 
About Social and Other Bunco Games. 
92. Young America. Being Pucx’s Best 
Things About The Rising Generation. 

93. Shamrocks. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Irish Fun and Failings. 

94. Hurly-Burly. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Rush and Racket. 

95. Wheelers. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
‘* Bikes” and other Wheelers. 

96. Our Girls. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
Fair Femininity. 

97. Red Hot. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
The Sizzling Summer Time. 

98. Snaps. Being Pucx’s Best Things About 
Happy Humanity. 

99. In the Push. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About The Perspiring Populace. 

100. Wrinkles. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Human Quips and Quibbles. 

101. Josh. Bemg Puck’s Best Things About 
Our Rural Relatives. 

102. Pop Corn. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Frosty Fads and Fancies. 

103. Our Landlady. Being Puck’s Best Things 

bout The Bilious Boarder. 

104. Grab-bag. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Mixed Mugs. 

105. Jim-Cracks. Being Puck’s Best Things 

About the Mixed and Motley Multitude. 

106. Scorchers. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About the Wheel-datt World. 

107. Knights 0’ the Road. Being Puck’s Best Things 
About Dusty Rhodes & Co. 

108. Guff. Being Puck’s Best Things About The 
Game of Talk. 

109. Hot Stuff. 
Simmering Summer. 

110. On the Fly. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
This Whirling World. 

111. Play Actors. Being Puck’s Best Things About 
‘The Merry Mummers. 

112. Rastus. Being Pucx’s Best Things About The 
Colored Population. 





3 ing Puck’s Best Things About 





place in an Album, or to be framed, thus being a perpetual reminder of the 





THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 


A STORY OF SMALL STORIES. 
By H. C. BUNNER. 


IIlustrated by C. J. TAYLOR. 
In Paper, 50 Cents, In Cloth, $1.00. 


The experiences of Paul Brown and his wife, who 
escape a tame, adventureless life, with a view of hav- 
ing ‘‘ things happen to them,” and to this end leave a 
pleasant home to be gone a year and a day, are just 
the reading for a Summer’s afternoon, and there is 
still enough of Summer in the air to make it enjoyable 
to its fullest. How the Browns fell in with a band 
of barn-storming professionals ; how they became tn 

eddlers ; how they took charge of a lone hotel, and 
ow they finally and gladly reached their trim cot- 
tage, is told in these clever and amusing pages, and 
will bring more than one hearty laugh even from those 
unused to smile.—NV., ?. & S. Bulletin. 





ANY ONE OF THE ABOVE BY MAIL FROM THE PUBLISHERS ON RECEIPT OF PRICE. 


giver. The names of giver and receiver are printed on the card as indicated. 
Now, here ds something tangible to give; to send by mail 
to distant dear ones; to put in the stocking, or to lay 
under the X-mas tree. 
Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the way, comes in a 
fine envelope), nor for the printing in of the names; our only aim is to show 
our friends a unique way of making a suitable X-mas present. 


Address: PUCK, 
SHORT SIXES STORIES TO BE READ WHILE 
° THE CANDLE BURNS. 


By H. C. BUNNER. Illustrated by C. J. TAYLOR, F. OPPER, and S. B. GRIFFIN. 
150 pp. IN BOARDS, $1.00. 


Nosopy can afford to miss the short stories H. C. Bunner is writing in Puck. The series is called 
“Short Sixes,” in allusion to the candles which are sold six to a pound, I believe. They are full of 
delicate humor, and the illustrations by Mr. Taylor are conceived and drawn in thorough sympathy 
with the text. Mr. Bunner’s stories always have had much to recommend them, but these trifles m 
size are treasures in literary art. Because they are true to nature, and to what is most pleasant in 
human nature, they will delight all sorts and conditions of readers. — /ittsburgh Dispatch. 


MORE “SHORT SIXES.” 


By H. C. BUNNER. Illustrated by C. J. TAYLOR. 


(What the Boston Times says of MORE “ Short Sixes.” ) 

Readers of Puck know H.C. Bunner; those who are so unf rtunate as not to read that lively journal 
have had other chances to become acquainted with this interesting writer. His other book was ‘Short Sixes.”’ 
Here we simply have *‘ more” of them. ‘To describe his stories and his own peculiar style ts impossible. They 
are quaint and amusing, yet never silly. You smile over their delicious absurdities, perhaps, but never roar 
because they are ‘‘ awfully tunny,” and then turn about to kick yourself for being foolish. Each one seems 
more amusing than the other, and whether it be ‘‘ The Cumbersome Horse,” “ Mr. Egg’s Wage of Sin,” *‘ The 
Man with the Pink Pants,” or ‘‘ Samantha Boom-de-ay,” you sit and quietly enjoy yourself over its amusing 


incidents. 
In Paper, 50 Cents. In Cloth, $1.00. 


NEW YORK. 











16 mo. PAPER, 50 Cents. 


MADE IN FRANCE. 


French Tales by Guy de Maupassant 
Retold With a United States Twist. 


By H. C. BUNNER. 
IMlustrated by C. J. TAYLOR. 
In Paper, 50 Cents. In Cloth, $1.00. 


In the preface to ‘‘ Made in France,” H. C. Bunner 
has expressed a regret that Guy de Maupassant, 
t.at brilliant and melancholy Frenchman, has never 
been satisfactorily and creditably translated. Mr. 
Bunner’s object in writing his book is to give some of 
De Maupassant’s stories to American readers. They 
are not translations, they are simply ‘‘ American- 
ized.” Though the creations are De Maupassant’s 
the style is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted 
with that quaint humor and originality. Those who 
can not read the Frenchman in the original can have 
the benefit of some of his brightest inventions in the 
little book ‘* Made in France.” — Detroit Free Press. 








ADDRESS: «* PUCK,’’ NEW YORK. 
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Don’t Pay a Cent Until You See These 


DiAmonDS 






Experts cannot detect the difference in the oP. 
ance of our 'Diamondine from the gen e Dia- 
mond. Perfectly cutand as brilliant as thé purest. 

Ve are the sole importers and in order to introduce 
them into every town in the U. S., will send sample 

ting or Stud of 1 Karat Stone set in Solid 14k Gold, 
FREE FOR EXAMINATION, If it isthe finest and most 
perfect imitation you ever saw, pay express agent 
our special introductory and 


.. CHRISTMAS PRICE 
of $1.98 and express charges; otherwise return 
at our expease. Don’t delay but order at once; we 
Fuarantee *o please. Watch and jewelry catalogue 
ree. NATIONAL JOBBING CO., 
159 Masonic Temple, Chicago, Ills. 
Wuaerenaeassense 














Wav woutp Eve say if she could 
see the way modern society wo- 
men plagiarize her costume? 





IN@glxe 


HIGQH 
25¢ 


BRBEORIES TROY,N.Y. 








BETTER TIMES. 

* T am well aware,” 
remarked the church- 
mouse, ‘‘ that my an- 
cestors were proverbi- 
ally indigent; but in 
days of festivals, ba- 
zars, suppers, etc.— 
well, we have no kick 
coming.” 


PEoPLE WHO live 

in glass houses 

ought to keep their 
windows clean. 













Made in 
Palestine, 
Syria. 


CARMEL 


An Absolutely Pure Olive Oil Soap 


for 
Nursery, Toilet and Bath. 
Sold by Druggists and Grocers. Imported by 
A. KLIPSTEIN & CO., 122 Pearl St., New York. 
















COPYRIGHT, 18696, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN 


Tommy.— Ain’t yer goin’ 


Jimmy (disdainfully ).— Wot! — wit’ de ice so t’ick as it is now? 1I’d be ashamed ter be seen on it ! 





LACKED THE SPICE OF DANGER. 


skatin’, Jimmy ? 









i Popular 





Cocktails Only perfect Collar and Cuff But- 
ton made. Is oblong, goes in like a 
| wedge and flies around across the 
}) th button-hole; no wear or tear. Strong, 
WHISKEY pe may and - be _e with 
perfect ease. n gold, silver, and 
MANHATTAN | rolied gold. 
MARTINI The only genuine Button has the 
VERMOUTH name ‘‘ BENEDICT” and date of 
a BRANDY Patent stamped upon it. 
SUMMA GIN - 
"ae TOM GIN tf BENEDICT BROS., Jewelers, 
( och0AMs CHAMPAGNE sive view. Broadway & Cortlandt St., N.Y. 
Perfection in Combination, ai 
r - 
’ —”™ TOP SNAP, BUY-CYCLES 
/ 2 , nsion Neem soto 
lu nhelte For sale by all Leading | DOUBLE se Se Oo mee 
Jobbers and Retailers. JOWELL & CLEMENT ( 


| 
\ 





TIRHEINSTROM BROS. 


CINCINNATI, O. 


(TRADE 








“THE BENEDICT.” 


THE LEAST OF 
TWO EVILS. 

‘What made you 
decide that you would 
spend Christmas with 
your relatives ?” 

‘*The firm belief that 
if I didn't they would 
spend it with me.” 





Mayy AN architect 

of his own fortune 
would like to mort- | 
gage the edifice before 
it is built. | 
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|| COMMIS SIONS Y 
i| IMMIGRAT tu 
Ni iW] qi Wi Wi Uy 
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THEY CAME FROM BERLIN. 


COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION.— What are your ages and where do you come from ? 
KAISERHOSEN.— I 'm dirty und mein frau she 's dirty-two. 
COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION.—Well, you come from it toc. soon. 


improved you a Pyle had 


We coo 


you used more of it.— King's Jester. 





m frum Pearline. 
It would have 
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When a horse is poor in flesh, 
a new harness won't give him 
strength. If a house is cold 
new furniture won’t warm it. 
If your strength is easily ex- 
hausted; work a burden; 
nerves weak; digestion poor; 
muscles soft; if you are pale 
and worn out, the trouble is 
with the blood. It is not so 
much IMPURE blood as 
POOR blood. Pills won’t 
make this blood rich; nor will 
bitters, nor iron tonics, any 
more than a new harness will 
give strength to the horse, or 
new furniture will make a 
house warm. For poor blood 
you want something that will 
make rich blood. 
SCOTT’S EMULSION of 
Cod-liver Oil with Hypophos- 
phites is the best remety in the 
world for enriching the blood. 

We have prepared a book telling you 
more about the subject. Sent Free. 
Forsale by all druggists at 50c. & $1.00. 
SCOTT & BOWNE, New York. 


Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.60 
for a superb box of candy 
by express, prepaid east of 
Seaver or west of New York. 
Suitable for presents. Sample 


orders solicited. Address, 


C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
212 State St., Chicago. 














SOME MEN’s probity seems to be all 
right until you begin to probe. 





“Uncle Sam” 


Is Looking For 


— bright men to fill posi- 
tiens under the Govern- 
ment. CIVIL SERVICE 
EXAMINATIONS are soon 
te be held in every State. 
pape omens recently ad- 

to the classified service. Information about Postals, Cus- 
me, be —sroume, patwas Mail, Departmental and 

ositions, salaries, dates and places of examin: 

&c., FREE if you mention Puck, White at once. — 


Nat’! Correspondence Institute, 
WASHINGTON, D. @. 
























EE: lived in Rochester 
29 years and nev- 
-er visited Niagara - 
Falls, only 77 miles 
away, she may not know 
that a railroad runs a: 
Jong the bank of the 
Niagara River ils enlire 
length from Lake Erie 
to Lake Ontario, in 
full view of the great 
Cataract and its mar: 
‘velous gorge.. 











25M 
te» THE a 
vr ano REFINED ~~, 


PPMORED ox re BY THE FAIR SEX from its first appearance over tnvee| 
quarters of a Century ago, this delightful perfume constantly re- | 
ceives the Homage of Beauty, and stands to day in the front rank as an 








INDISPENSABLE TOILET ELEGANCY. | THE 
No perfume is so sprightly and lasting. None so delightful me NEW YORK (ENTRAL 
refreshing. With it’s sweet suggestion of Summer, a Styled by the press of 
two continents . 


when the blossoms lie chilled ’neath Winter’s 

























































































































































a 
snowy mantle, nothing is so appropriate as a | AMERICAS GREATEST RAILROAD 
CHRISTMAS OFFERING 
to Maid or Matron, Brother, Spouse or Swain. ' 
5 LJ 
Murray & Lanman’s Florida Water < 
- in fact the first of perfumes, and in every way . 
sige THE NEED OF AN AUDIENCE. 
t Te — a SHE. —I wonder what induced 
NW G R Lae Miss Brayne to go on the lecture 
a platform ? 
Fayltless in “wa HE.—Why, she is n’t married! a 
| onstruction, 7 
| Self-adj justing, ‘ oo 7 ( 
| y iwavs Eas ON. — at is a pessimist, " 7 
| } van Ont Papa? Winton Wheels For Weary Walkers. : 
i} u FATHER.— A person, my boy, pe Gesecn, 19 Gtk meden, 11 yaluable 7 = 
Hy new who thinks that Chicago is not THE WINTON BICYCLE CO, 5 = 
| | P spy ee _ most important 136 Perkins NY. Oitice ins Chasabers Street. § ‘ = 
7” NOT TO BE TRIFLED WITH. : 
| ry ened Clasp HAZEL.— What are doi 
Betton — you doing is 
for that cold, old man? S 
! holds the the docking NUTTE. —Taking boxing lessons. The Ri ht = 
| } securely. jo Slippt —— Route 
| ‘eaving 1 Unie x 3 eee = 
| in ag 9 Cliff St., New York, Sept. 15th, 1896, 
| We have purchased S, RAE & CO.’S FINEST You h fort and rapid 
i] cam eyed Koovadenes at a in pw Be travel a oe — 
mar ve su samples so o! to | 
( 
careful chemical analysis, 
ai We find the oil to be I PURE OLIVE OIL un- 
Of $ =e by adulterated by admixture with any other oil or 
Ba me aie substance. It is free from rancidi and all = 
Gite bo o Apc gettin end | and it is of ERIOR # 
~ Ou, LIBERTY! what liberties are THE LI HE CAL LABORATORY, : 
taken in thy name! iy 
— “i 
Beeman’s THE ORIGINAL poe | li 
2 Est. 1836. S. RAE & CO., Leghorn, Italy. * 
_ Pepsin Gum gonpaonanocannnnnedcoou0000000% . 
} 0 r 
CS CARL UPMAN N’S BOUQUET CIGAR. adh Ba BY At , 
. and St. Paul, Minneapo:is, wi 
| The o> - Ashland, Duluth and. the 
i orthwest. 
And & Delicious Bemedy for 
oe send Se ese ng AS. C. POND, Gen’! Pass. Agent, 
j 5) Beeman Chemical Co. » WELLINGTON. Traffic Manas’, 
H 5 27 a 0. BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. MILWAUKzE, WIS, . 
H 8 A or Sa rs Ev ‘ 
| Pepsin Ghewing Que, | “2 Received the Hiukont Nrard for Mart and Geseea Eareey e y,frgtedass Dealers Everywhere | 








7 A better Cocktail at home than is served over any bar in the World. | 
HE CLUB= © 
> Coens 


MANHATTAN, MARTINI, 
WHISEEY, HOLLAND GIN. 
TOM GIN, VERMOUTH and YORE. 


We guarantee these Cocktails to be made 
of absolutely pureand well matured liquors 
and the mixing equal to the best cocktails 
served over any barin the world. Being 
compounded in accurate proportions, they 
will always be found of uniform quality. 

Connoisseurs agree that of two cocktails 


“HUNTER 


=: Baltimore Rye,” 
| THE AMERICAN GENTLEMAN'S 


DRINK 
FOR CLUB, FAMILY AND MEDICINAL USE. 


. THE BEST 
| eane WHISKEY 
ae IN AMERICA. 








... made of the same material and propor- 
‘tions the one which is aged must be the 
. better. 
Try our YORK Cocktail made without 
any sweetening—dry and delicious. 


For Sale on the Dining and Buffet Cars Pure, Old, Mellow. 
of the principal railroads of the U. §. 


. SOLD AT ALL .” 
AVOID IMITATIONS. r 
For Sale by all Druggists and Dealers. First-class Cafés and by Jobbers, 


Endorsed by Leading Physicians 
when stimulant is prescribed. 

















Ps il ** Drink HUNTER RYE. it is pure.” wen. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
A G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO,, Sole Props., GET RICH ve KLY. ‘Send for **300 Inventions Want- | HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, 
39 Broadway, N. Y., Hartford, Conn. 20 Piccadilly, W. London. Eng. ed.” Edgar Tate & Co., 245 Broadway, 


os we tee | PAPER, WAREHOUSE 
Metropolitan B OKE R S B ITTE K S | “aaa. 


| 
AD agguien, promotes digestion, cures dyspepsia, and delicious in drinks, 
Travelers. coowt | DEANS 2.19 moss. concn, 











THE PEOPLE who establish places where they propose to improve the condition of | Siar. Pee, Sich bipey NO PALS. Whupersbard, 
THE PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD mankind should realize that a ‘*« No Smoking” sign loses them lots of chances. chances. 


is patronized by Metropolitan Travelers OPIUM DRUNKENNESS 


because they require the 20 Days. No Pa 


VERY —, nh ‘ies | Ce ene L. ereceveers ANON,OM 
and recognize that th THE IDEAL LAXATIVE Binic’e Pille 
P eC@ni syl Vania Great irs Remedy for 
Railroad 


GOUT and RHEUMATISN. ai 
meets, as a public carrier, this demand. 
LUXURY, SPEED, SECURITY, CAN DY CAT HARTIC 
COMFORT, RELIABILITY, 


Druggists, or 224 William St.. New York.“ 
PRIVACY AND ALL THE 


B ARKEEPERS| RIEND 
MODERN CONVENIENCES ee _ : : A Vp 
| i i 7 i, neni ay mer | $ ; (4 


METAL POLISH—Sure, Quick. Easy. Gives a brilliant, 
OF TRAVEL, TF seepneat 
Wo TRUST 
a a oe 7h, 


durable lustre; never spoils; guaranteed pound box 25c., at 
Lif 
\~. Bonc (es 
Bonsons(’ Gt DCOLATES 


lers, G. W. Hoffman. | nfr., Indianapolis, Ind. 
SS} 
ree YQ x 


* panera ES 1N FANCY Baskets 
| ANDBONBONNIERES SUITABLE 
)*+ FOR PRESENTS + + + +{ 
) NaS SF ) BGS Broadway bet. 72 al8"Sts) wey 


a 
Brn eG ete vorK 9 


| . p) 
oral: Si'parts $f "ees untry oy Pall Se shipped | fo 
| UNEXCELLED. ++ 
















Py cts 



































ate best obtained on the unequaled Pas- 
senger trains of this | 


GREATEST OF ALL RAILROADS. 


_ URBANA — 
“Wine Company 


— Gold Seal__ 
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_ Champagne _ | «tal ORY \ 

——. | S S 

= | \ —— 

—=For Sale by=—— ee \N an \ 

= NS : 

All Leading \ Wine D Dealers : N 

SSS = N yA 

— -and 1 Grocers = ———— y \N NS 

— =: | SS S : 

Address the Company: TRBANA, | N. Y= Z gm N N 

—= —$———————— en YO Ws 

———— Ea \ \ 

/ =F { ‘ \ N N 

CHEERING HIM UP. | . \ \ 

Vv ON »L — . COPYRIGHT, 1896, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN S N 

Now BLUMER. — It’s pretty hard HIS MISFORTUNE—NOT HIS FAULT. N \N 

1en a man at my time of life has to ~ \ S 

— What! — , ez . os foe ee os SS SS 

veon the top floor of a cheap fat. | gy Cigmme Termes wht! de 70a men 7 dnt man who fot drankwih es ton | Qr why so many imita- | 

DT ? e : SS 

man ! ssc ‘TON. — Never mind, old SHERIFF OF BLIZZARDVILLE. — Wal, I would n’t if it was his fault, but it is n’t;—he’s near- \ tors? HARTFORD TIRES N 

ou must rise above it. sighted, yer know. Lord, ef Tom n only | hed ed good eyesight he ’d hev killed jes ez many as any of us! NS N 

_Alwi De I ive a bottle or two of Cook’s Imperial aoe —— ———— a | \ are standard. N 

will Set ‘Y Champagne in your ice chest; then you N inna, SS 

eset ¢ ready for callers. \N N 

Se 3 THE HARTFORD RUBBER WORKS CO, 

“Do \ - ie al e , d hat N HARTFORD, CONN. N 

“VY ape think much of him? [a as NX New York. Philadelphia. Chicago. N 

¢s; he owes me a V.” EST. 1857. | \ _— »olis. Toronto. we 

Ne You subject to cramps ? Wg \\\\\ wv 
Abb ct to ups? Don’t be without WG 

jn s Orin | Angostura Bitters. Pleasant and COSTLIEST BECAUSE BEST 





gists and dealers. | 























THE OLD EXCUSE. 

“You admit that 
you feel better when 
you don’t drink whis- 
key. _Then, why do 
you drink it?” 

‘For my _ health, 
of course.” 


HOW THEY ALL 


FEEL. 
STRANGER.—Is 
there any malaria 
here ? 


NATIVE.—None to 
speak of. 


OCTORS DIFFER, 

but the size of 

their respective fees 

is no indication which 
is right. 








Catalogue free. 


e=IS PERFECTION. < 


Send 10 cents for sample package. 
Prices—1 Ib. $1.30; 14 Ib. 40 cents. Postage paid. 


SURBRUG 159 Fulton Street, New York City. 


IN CHICAGO, 


CuIENT. — | wish 
to consult you in re- 
gard to the divorce 
law. 

LAWYER.~—Are you 
thinking of getting a 
divorce ? 

‘“‘No; ink- 
ing of getting mar- 
ried.” 


I am th 





SAFER. 
DENTIST. — Take 
| gas? 
JUST FROM JeR- 
| SEY.—Naw! Gimme 






| kerosene. 
i 


A SMALL house is 


better than a 








large mortgage 











Simplified. 


Picture 
taking 
with the 


Improved 
B Ott et 


photog- ae , 
raphy easy 

for the novice—delightful for everybody. 
LOADS IN DAYLIGHT with 
our light-proof film cartridges, or can be 
used with glass plates, Splendid achromatic 
lens, improved rotary shutter, set of three 
stops. dsome finish, 

Price, Improved Ne. 2 Bullet, for pletures 84x E34 


s 2 





$10.00 
60 


nehes, 
Light-proof Film Cartridge, 12 exposures, 314 x 814 - 


EASTMAN KODAK CoO. 
Rochester, N. Y. 


Booklet Free. 





Picxincs From Puck No. 22, 
Is the greatest 26 cts. worth ever offered. All dealers, 


Photography 





THE BENEFIT OF 
SPECIAL TRAINING. 


FIRST TRAMP.— 
Say, you kin git 
off dat gag ‘bout ° 
not havin’ any- 
ting t’ eat 










| (The Only 





fer 
two days better 
*‘n anybody in de 
business. 

SECOND 
TRAMP. — 
Well, I 
oughter. I ~ 
took les- 
sons in 
elocution 
once. 


PROBABLY. 

SUBURBANITE.—This place does n’t 
seem to build up very fast. When I 
bought, the broker told me that all this 
property had been sold for improve- 
ment. 

FRIEND.—I suppose he meant for 
improvement in price. 


Hrhehetrchetretretrehetosnetosnebochebocebrcrebocbebochetogs 





\WHEN THERE is a gap in the conver- 
sation don’t put your foot in it. 











JUST OUT: © JUST OUT: ° 


PickINGS FROM Puck No. 22, 
Is a marvel, a revelation — 26 cents. No more. 


PickinGs FROM Puck No. 22, 
Is indeed the Greatest Show on Earth for 26 cents. 











NOBLE HIM. 


PHILOSOPHER GREEN.—Ah! man is 


a noble animal. 


PHILOSOPHER GRASS (dubiously ).— | 


Waz-all, some of him are. 


Most OF us see very little to admire 
in our friends’ friends, 


THE PREP TY girl is not sure that you 
ought not to judge by appearances. 

OLD COINS AND STAMPS 
Are in great demand, rare issues before 1878 bring $1 to 


$4000. Illustrated circulars can be obtained by sending 2 
stamps to NUMISMATIC BANK, Dept. P, Boston, Mass. 








THAT IS THE ROUTE TAKEN BY MANY. 


SMITHER. — One can go almost any place one wants to now, by trolley. 
RINKTUMS (sententiously).— Yes; including the New Jerusalem. 





“Brunswick Gi” ll 





IDAY PACKAGES. 
a Box, $1.00. BOUQUET EXTRA, 25 in a Box, $2.00. 
K, 50 in a Box, $4.00. 


EXOLI,; 
PERFECTOS, 12 in ET 

DELMONICOS, 25 in a Box, $3.00. PRIVATE ST 

JACOB STAHL, Jr., & CO., Makers, New York, and at all our Agencies throughout the U. S. | 
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The only complete and 
perfect Dentifrice is that ‘} 
which presents both liquid 
and powder in one pack- 49% 
age. le 

Absolutely pure le 


SOZODONT ? 


preserves the “> 

TEETH, hardens the Guns ‘3 
and perfumes the BREATH, ‘3 
producing a delightfully ‘3 
refreshing sensation in ‘4 
the mouth. ne 
IN EVERY PACKAGE, a Bottle of = 
LIQUID SOZODONT and Box of 4% 
SOZODONT POWDER. Sample 
of the liquid, with trial cake of ‘5 
Sozoderma Soap, for the skin, by mail 4] 
for three cents. Pe 
HALL & RUCKEL, 


Proprietors. 
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Pickincs From Puck No. 22, Is a priceless gem; 
yet it sells for a Quarter. All dealers 


THE Gops do not bestow all their 

gifts on any one, but some of us 
are allowed to remain in blissful ignor- 
ance of the fact. 


JUDGING FROM average results, two 
short sermons are equal to four 
long ones. 








No Christmas and New Year’s table should be with- 
out a bottle of Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons’ Angos- 
tura Bitters, the world renowned appetizer of exquisite 
flavor. Beware of counterfeits. ' 


WANTED-AN IDEA." "ss 


orneys, Washington, D. C., for their $1,300 prize, 
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DELICIOUS, REFRESHING “BOUILLON” 
or Beef Tea made instantly, without trouble, with hot water ahd a little of the world-known 


LIEBIG COMPANY'S 
Extract of Beef 


which is simply pure extract of the best beef, without adulteration, and not being artificially flavored, 
can be seasoned with your favorite condiment, or made very palatable by the addition of a little salt. 


FOR SATISFYING BEEF TEA 11 GOES A LONG WAY. 
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